


frx'CHER . 



RADISE 




DITCHER IN 
PARADISE 



SO^E RANDOM REMINISCENCES, SPORTING AND 
OTHERWISE ppy ^ 

ARTHUR M. BINSTEAU 

Othekwise known as “ Pitcher ” of'the Pink ’Un 


LONDON' 

SANDS & COMPANY* 


1903 

\Alt Rights Strictly Reserved] 




CONTENTS 


CIIAETER I. 




Introductory— £arfy journalistic ide'als—Shifter and Reginald 
Shirley Broolc?—The Viaiety sociables—“ Number One: How 
to Take Care of —Dr Joseph Pop?—The denunciation 

of Peter Jllobbs—The rcbel^on of iphe Ipffendid 

philo'.ophy of Little Willie—Shifter writes his fr&t and only 
burlesque—And acts as a fady’s literary adviser—Master and 
the^%:i^|jpas canls—The Economist—Thcaryess butfhr and^ 
the^awyer’^clerk—Shirley’s desperate ruse—The definition 
of a ’bftbc— Shifter’s safe-dvfosit scheme^—A hunt for two 
Inmdred — Entering upon a tenancy in Dant’s Inn—The 
possibilities of a chai* meash^e—Wellington Street si/ediup— 
llowthe K Division xssLted—A little dinner in^OId Bon<f 
Street—With rats as kors iCauvre —Th^ rough song of the 
linnet—A Iwx at tly Eni])irc —Lenore—A three-horned 
dilemma—An awful iiitcriupt'juii, and—A tragic ending . 1-2/ 


CHAPTER II. 


Back to the Empire—Swefers and Pelel %tart for Brighton—But 
‘ do in * the last train—Eifiy miles in a Ball’s Pond hansom I 
—At ^en shillings a nAR—On gcnt^l anckon vulgar deaths— 
The record to Hurley broken—When Tom Bojvling was a 
roa^rcoachman — Brighton I — Frank Slavin’s fii%t 

meeting with plovers’ eggs—Romano critftises his own tariff 
—Phil May take^four pals td the N.S.f.—And wins thirty 
sovereigns on Kid M‘Kipp—He stands a fruit-salad supper— 
Phil receives an editorial reminder—And ride^ in a four- 
whSeler—A matutinal douche—Saturday night at the Savage 



6 


CONTENtS 


Club—To meet the Duke of Teck—Phil does a little sketching • 
—And breakfasts with a fxmous biscuit'baker—Their subse- 
qtcn^aujoummcnt to Richmond 28-55 


‘ CHAPTER HI. 

Judicial sapience on trial—Charlie Head’s tame Count—Tlic 
Jubilee Juggins bets in ‘ready’—A ‘skinner’ at Goodwood' 

—Dalham’s Chcsterueld Cup—Shillelagh’s, Hunt Cup—Attilii 
makes atonement — Shifter reaps the^beneht—Of Charlie 
Head’s gralitnle to heaven 1 — Old Tom Jennings bars 
Done van—Donovan is l>eaten in the Guineas—The cucumber 
coolness of'^om Cannon—Lord Suffolk waxes epigranynatic 
—A memory of Cremornc\ T)crl>y—^John Porcwali plays Krcr 
Rabbit—But is l»rought to book—Nr) confid gnee, no sym¬ 
pathy I— The IcvellinF influences of thc’Turf—The Duchess 
of Montrose and the card-scllcis—How the Duchess heard of 
Gay P^crinit’s defca*.—I essay the breaking of Tat* rsall’s— 
Jockeys* mounts — A harebrained «yiidii'ate — At Leicester 
races—-kreher wins on Panic—An anguished settlement-«A 
.abid systematician, and—His dernier ta^ort ' 56-8 


CHAPTER IV^ 

V 

The true sportsjnan and the sham—Of Ara, the blue macaw— 
How, though be hauitually made himself cheap, lie sub- 
sciibcd his mite to salmon-fishing — Sanford and Merton 
' redwiyus —Shifter’s reverence foV Dickens — A far*older 
authority—A modern pafrallcl to t*?c fiitecnlh clAptcr of St 
Luke—The folly 01 Fat George—Is reproved by the ‘ Crimson 
Rambler’—George repents—And finds a Jidu^ Achates — 
George returns to the paUjiiial roof—Bijt do&liot stay there 
long—Dr Gregory Kiddie—Takes a ticket in a Derby sv.-eep— 
As does Mr Walter Sleath—The Hill Jijisom—Unexpected 
good news—^Vdy tactics, Vnd—The sequel . 86-^ 


CHAPTER V. 

Some memories of Cecil Street—A ‘ matchless situation *—The 
e^y-going pickie Dalzell—Harlxiurs the Captain and the 
milliner—^And the bibulous old schoolfellow—Also the barohet 



CONTENTS 


i 

* PAOl 

And Lady Roland—The storm passes over—Of Kangaroo 
iliU—The Duke of Portland—Of Darmstattcr — And a 
Govemment lottery—Of honesty in the game of hilliaiys-'^- 
An adventwjre at Sandown Park—I,n which Billie Harris— 
Emerges from a barney—King’s RoaJ.'^^irightbn, on a race 
night—Losing a goltt'Fradsham—And i;'“gaining it—‘ flay- 
in^j^rs’—A brother’s reckoning-y-In a Drury LJSe dressing* 
joom— 4 Ierbert Campbell buys a comic song—The domestic 
t^ubles of Mr Pip^wick—Told in his own letters—And his 
t^king-off ..112-136 


CHAPTER /I. 

^hy Freddie jjadn’t shavcfi—Some lunatics that I have met—A 
favourite axmm of Shirley Brooks’—Tlie barman at the 
Market House—Bob Noon, the Oxfortl Cncus Ijookie— 

Loses hi5|reason Australian Star—/^.id is Visited *f>y two 

brothers of his craft—A piafthouse plunger—And one who, 
thr^igh jealousy, nearly justified—Death in the iroi^^pot— 

A m«^f'’ragus-growef—A mad petitioner—The distraction- 
of ^)elling- 1 >ees—The tailor and the ‘ S<|mrc*s ’ cottage— 
Mythiftl millionaires—A solklium for Lo»’''l Kosebeiy—More 
soldiers for the German Army—A lunaticJpad$t-wi iter—The 
bluffing of George ^rifliiu-,—A memory of a murlcr a; 
Kentish Town—Of another at Kensington, and—Of a grimly 
pathetic incident which followed it • . • . 137-162 

• > 

‘ ’c,l/APrER ,VII. , 

Bessie Bell wood’s, Ipinsora panels—The methods of lightning 
novelists—Pink ’Unsind the Forfeit List—Of trophy-hunters 

* —Kigghtofthe Thistle’s Hunt Cup—Trayles’Gold Cup—And 

• St Gatien’s—Jesse ^V 1 i¥!ficld—And Jjis lutjrative foreign policy 
—Jesse meets ^he Queen of Spain—Old Jac 5 Dickinson 
thrflutens the Duke of Beaufwt^'The boys’ at Stockbridge 
—A curate with a black eye—Doing the ringkeepers—The 
kitchen dodge a^Lingfield—thippy Norton—And myself at 
Croxton Park—Chippy and his watch-chain—Twice with one 
trick—Bob Sinclair, the high-class sharp—Plays^ato on the 

no^—And settles with his conscience—An Ascot tail-piece 163-187 




a 


CONTENTS 


CIIAPTKR VIII. 

PAOB 

-Captain Winnington Askew apeiis a bettwg account—And as 
promptly closes it—The dead hara luck of Flying Peggy— 
Golden words of Lord Durham’s—The Crownerand the unfor¬ 
tunate jurymart—^Jim'..y Monderson and the wily subaltern— 
Jimmy’s appeal to the boy’s colonel—‘Tabasco, London’— 

Our changed halflings—Wheg Shifter was a piivate tutor—Uis 
eight admirable maMins for the young—The cub who played 
Mr A. Rol)crts-*For the International Cli.impionshipat Spoof 
—How ‘Captain ICvc^reen’ pLyecl Fry, the younger, a* 
billiards—Swears strikes a promising partner—And outlines 
a sawdust club—A memory ot llallantxae’s CambrnJgcshtic, 
and—Man’s ingratitude ‘.1S8-205 

" chvi‘ter IX. ^ 

Of our brave defenders—'’atsy llie paralyser—And his breeches- 
pockety.dismay*—Tba blow that knocked out Sisttr—I'atsy 
retrieves his past—Lockhart’s oif'whoc Is afire—BailhH Guthrie 
—Ilis consideration foi a schoolfijlluw—A thirteen round 
‘scrap A«n St James’s i'ark— Of Ci^hmel North —And F’ ’“wm 
nospitaliiy- SefiorIXm Siiulli—(.)flhe Cat.ailoieni*fonikos — 

And Don Alveio NicuJoso—llritii' Electricity to ArgeB'inli— 

A tiiangular C''ntract, and— A white cruiser—Backers who 
* go fo^ the gloves ’ The Jubilee ^'iggms^shoots in a pigeon 
n.atch—For the benefit of Captain Crook—At the e^pense of 
Chippy NoAon 206-225 


chapter’ X. 

The ashes from which the Pelican rosc-^-Lord Queensberry is 
solaced—The real bread an<l cheese in The Totniiwan — 
Appeasing the Grumbler—The after'hours’ pptfciouse—Willie 
Wilde—Describes his journalistic life—?\nd writes a Jeader 
on the anniversary of the penny postage stamp—How i\lfred 
CelHer changed a htllc ch<:;;}ue—M^ur^idg wreaths and log- 
• rolling—Thc^lil Castilian on useful names—J^obbie Ashton 


The beautiful Mrs Saintsbury—Kittle goes to Teddy 
Solomon’s Ball—Of that ever-memorable shivoo—And those 
Chat took part in it—A sudden dissolution of partnership 226-24^ 




CONTENTS 


'CHAPTER XI. 

The village versus the tow.i scandal—AA Applecombe di^jace— 
Winie(*Amos—Flics from tfie miller’s daughter—And catches 
a Tartar—Of the * Old Dnrhair^ Oj^’—A nd his remarkable 
■” '■‘methods—He wins thirty-eight—An8 1 -.^expected to ts^ke 
bread-and-butter for il^I'is suggestions t'j facilitate a settle- 
,, ment—In praise of the lowly racogoet—A m^nu v,^mp<‘tition 

•^Resuiis in a walk-over—The tender spot in old Bill Goof^ey 
—A ‘ raw lad of te^*—What saved Goot’ey fiom the work- 
hgpsc—Swears as a bull-dog showman—‘ Sister Mary ’—Of 
her giving away, and—Of tlje pin which formed^ the souvenir 
of the occasion.,250-271 


CIIAPTEltXII. 

A Sandown Park memory- -Archer’s marvellous nerve—One of his 
‘ certs ’—The ainbitum of Joseph Andrews^—He prepares—To 
tackle the mile rccoid—And in^ikes a ‘ ct\\’ of it—He retires 
from running circles—t}f the'jShetfield monkey—That took to 
ratting—And his ti'ly methods—Christmas Kve at Piccadilly 
ConiX^t^^^iews of the ‘ Punching Machine »And of ^llack « t 
Harry—WhtJ, with his fiiend, Joe Scott—Gets up a ‘Hat 
Stakes J^Of the spirited hiitting on tha*- event—Tht race 
itself, and—Tlic victory of a rank outsider Jj-Fhialo • 272-292 





Pitcher in Patadise 


CHAPTER I. 

Introductory—I irt) j'min'’Iistic id ils—Shircer and Reginald Shirley 
Prooks—I Ik s 'hum* r ( 1 . How to T iks 

C ire (f^tim -Ur fosc]* I pc—Tlic rknuiK iition of Petcf 
l»lol)l)s —Ih rcbt 111 m« f Shillti I he Undul phil >^h\ of LiHle 
Wi'^Sti^ljifltr ^^lllt•) his hrst irid onlv btirle^ciuc—And acts as a* 
Hdys litcriSrv ad\i ir-Mrstti and the Christmas cards—The 
Lconoi ist —The ailkss Init^r and the ^ujer’s cl rk—Shirley’s 
desptralfc riisc Hit <lttimtion of a liribe—Snifters sih deposit 
seheiiies—A hunt ic* tw I'^undrtd —1 nfering uj m a^tmij^cy m 
DmeS Inn—The possibilities of t chain iiicx4ire—WellinqtoQ 
Street si/td up- Ilow th< I Pm ion issis*led - A little dinner m 
Old IPnd Street—Wi||h iits ts /iifs trviane —Ih loii^h song of 
the liimct—A b\ at llie.lmpii —Icnoit—A tkr e hornwd 
dileninii—An awlul i^iteiCui tion, add—A ttijic ending 

“Two cjiiib an’ virmoolhs,| f'lc small Pass, one 
cream de monnth, a'^olnmj VValkei with a baby soda, 
an’ a cigar for the Hyte o’ Devonshire • ’’ 

The damson-complexioned “ oung m»/n ensconced 
behind, the bar, who appeared to constitute the entire 
staff of the club, repeated the order word for word 
and then enquir«d, somewhat brusquely • 

“ What price smoke does his grace ggierally ’ave; 
threepViy or fourp’ny ?’’ 
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“Fourpenny, of course, blast your impudence 1” 
roared the clean-shaven ■man of forty who, but for his 
glib oath, would have seemed positively parsonic. 
“ When did you ever s<e hiS Grace smoke a threep’n;'’, 
pray? For the abs’lule ignorance an’ii'.efiicicncy of 
its servants, damned if this club don’t take the bun of 
any in London ! ” 

It was at the flunkey’s club ha'id by Old I'ond 
Street where td'u coachmen, the footmen and the 
valets of the great foregather in their hisure moments 
and address each other by their masters’ titles; but 
tn me it was nothing less than Mr T'Jdkle and the 
Hath greengrocer come to life agMn ; and but for the 
fact that ,n?y friend Phil May has ^since pictured it 
all in lifelike black-and-wh^^e, I still mig<it take it 
for a Dickens’ nightmare. Huf the spectacle of these 
‘•plushites‘'in the'r little paradise suggested t''’fi~which 
I had long and vainly sought—an apt ^title for 
another chronLle' of cheerful yesterdays, of boon 
companions in tlie warm Ijygon*; a second Fink 
'Un and a Pelican. . 

Six years have flitted by since that tentative and 
unpretentious "work came ^off the press, but one 
searches in vain in th'^ [)resei1t^flay for the counter¬ 
parts of the bright soi^s of the morning of twenty 
years ago who figured in its pjige*-'. • 'Phe strictest 
moralists have shown in fiction that men wild in their 
youth become virtuous and .stclidy enough in after 
life; but alas'! ‘so many die in their ‘apprenticeship. 
Lucky is he who*lives to^ay, “Alea, vina, 'Venus, 
tribus his sum factiis agentes ”—play,^ liquor, love, by 
these was I made poor ; for regret is a thing best left 
to women, whereas the memory of big things achieved 
keeps sweet for ever. 
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• Ere you honour me by stepping into my Paradise, 
may I bP permitted to remark that, for^ ob^vious 
reasons! the names of some of the personages in this 
stgry are fictitious, thougH nppy of them will be 
luminous to ‘the CBlightcned elect; most of them, 
Jiowcver, are real, and all.the events%-ecordcd are 
facte. * • 

I xm growing oW and materialistic now, but in the 
year* that Inniuois* won the Derby w.as in the 
exquisitely virginal position of being a journalistic 
novice 'jfith but two liviivf ideals. The first was 
William l'afn»Goklberg uikI the second Reginald 
Shirley Brooks, beltiT known as ‘Shifter’ and ‘ Peter 
BInbbs,’ re -pectii'cly. In those day^the favo^jite haunt 
of sporting' men, theati^al managers, playwrights 
and other liter.iry light inf.intiy was the Gaiety 
Bar, wu!S(,e, upon a large circular st;,it, in*the top* 
lounge, W'oulei be found gathcicrl on any afternoon a 
little clique self-styled the ‘ Gaiety oocjAbles,’ consist¬ 
ing principally of Hill Holland, P'ftid Ilugheri, H.arry 
Ulph, W. T. Purkiss, Mr Cooper \vh« kept the 
‘ .Albion,’ and a great many others of lesser degree, 
presided over by I?r Jiaseph Pope, ^he jlcar old* 
'doctor was* perhap^ the greatest mixture of wit, 
talent, oddity and obstinacy that ever lived, volubly 
condemning his friends to ‘niciry-and-selt/er while 
lowering* only the best whisky himself, preaching 
popular'hj'giene in KctUfo h.ill^ lor. a couple of hours 

in the ovcning*and-doing himself rfght well^ with 

his cronies at the Gaiety'for mo'»t of the remaining 
twenty-two. His star lecture waj entitled “ Number 
One: How to iTake Care of Him,” and I was not 
inconsiderably flattered one evening when Shifter and 
Shirley invited me to join them in visiting a Hall in 
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Store Street, Tottenham Court Road, ostrtisibly to 
listen to a tirade against smoking and drirking, but 
really to ‘jolly’ the fine old Jope. Three seats had 
been reserved for us in the front row facing the 
platform, on which stood the regulation green cloth- 
covered table surrr,ounted by the stereotyped crystal 
water-bottle. Af eight o’clock or thcreabonls the 
discussion started, r.nd for a time it looked like being 
a very yellow sort of evening, bat as the back and 
upper parts of the hall filled up, the doctor warmed up 
too. Now when he became declamatory, his voice, 
a'ways husky with good living, grew into' a low- 
pitched roar, and soon after he had struck these 
tones, he advanced to the rail where the footlights 
ordinaril/^ire, and f.'ced his large expressive e)'es on 
Shirley. " . 

“ Sitting here in front of me to-night,” he^st!''d, “ is 
a young man of wit, refinement, and education, the 
son of an editor of Punch ai.d him.self a humorist of 
no mean order. Put what has he done for himself? 
He has, by j^hc aid of a concoction of ti.ssue paper 
and Egyptian tobacco-dust (here he held up a 
cigarette) lowered himself to tjie level of a gibbering 
idiot 1 ” ' 

This bold attack drew^a thunderous roar of delighted 
applause from the audiince, and Shifter mercilessly 
humped his back and leant forwatd, after the familiar 
manner of the ventriloquist’s old jyian, to stare at poor 
Shirley, who ..ubsequencly kilfed himself by cigarct'te 
smoking, and who by this -t'me was as rosy as a hot 
lobster. The lecturer turne^ his penetrating gaze on 
Shifter, with whom, by the way, he had been lunching 
all the afternpon. 

“ Next to a good meal at mid-day,” he continued 
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‘ino greater blessing Can man crave than the appetite 
to enjoy It; but thv best lunsheon or dinner evy put 
upon actable can be macle a curse—a curse, T say—by 
\^Jiat is druhk before and ^lerjil^” 

Shifter’s nose wat ppekered in playful reseiitment; 
.otherwise he did not flinch.. Much painter than poor 
Shb'lcy had been, he gazed up at the doctor and 
muttered, though «iot loud enough’for the audience to 
heai^ “ Four gins-and-bitter.s, a pint of Beaune, and 
seven whiskie.s-and-sodas. All right.’^ , 

“ In t|ie front roi- of the audience,” the relentless ' 
Jope went on, ‘41 observe a young man of «)nsiderabU: 
promi.se, a man whg g.uned honours at the University 
of Oxford, a rising journalist a*id one pppable of 
achieving a high place iij« the woTld of letti rs. Bui, 
my friends, he has c^)ntractcd lltc detestable and 
cxecraL'4i,habit of dram-drinking; his,body Ik rapidly* 
becoming .sd?ldened with alcohol, and in less than a 
year he will be one remove lower fliapi the beasts of 
the field. I tell yoc—. . 

But at this point Shifter, perfectly umnffled, aro.se 
from his scat, and, gazing first at the lecturer and 
then at the audience, observed, with" truly, oriental" 
" composure-*-" t\ mbre* imperfinent impostor than 
this seemingly amiable old fpaitleman I have never 
listened to. U',any gcntlcma i, wants my scat he can 
have it:^ am now .about to ])roceed to the Oxford 
Mjtsic Wall to spen»i|a nuict intellectual evening with 
Pat Feeney! . * * 

Naturally we slunk out Jfter hinj; but nothing ever 
discomposed Little Bill, if He lived like a sportsman 
afid died like *a philosopher,” was Willie Wilde’s 
observation as he stood at the grave-side at Tonbridge, 
and a more fitting epitaph will take some finding. 
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Once he was being driven over that irhguartied 
mountain road which lies between Koquebrune and 
Mentone, where a twelve-incK swerve of your- wheels 
would land you over the jidgt of the cliffs and slap 
into eternity. The driver’s twa little, horses were 
particularly fre.sh, and were being brutally slashed 
along g.t all of thirteen miles an hour, wheti'ShiTer, 
who had been sitting up till three that tnornit'g at 
Giro’s and wasn’t feeling more tlfan fit, stood up' and 
pulled the lOcher by the co.it-tail.s. 

“Without.claiming lO be better or more reverent 
tlian my fellow-nien,’’ he ob.servcd, “ my object in 
setting out for the hataille dejlcnis at M.ntone was 
to take my part in the pious observanti s w'hich usher 
in the season of Lent. If a’ou Lind the hit of us in 
the Medit'-rranean it’s.ivwr tae’t, but be good enough 
to remewiber that I go into the nes.t worjti- in the 
cause of the Kornan Catholic religion.’’” 

Like nian\- anot’ner [lenm.ni of the dilett.ante .school, 
Willie could .si e iinnels of jnoney in becoming a 
Gaieiy libriftli't, and his bantling duly came before 
the footlights; but we had to admit, as we sat in a 
Jlr-.t-fioor Iront-iooiri at the old ,\hina in IM.uden Lane 
on the morning after the piodvction, that dHik Turf>in 
the Second was not gf’iiig to cbrincct with the coin. 
The piece was full o« bri'dit and witty lines and 
speeches; but there is something'more in the trick of 
a Gaiety burlesciue than all tlHi,t, and the fellowing 
d.ay’s notice.! Avere fli.sheartening tviough to have 
turned a hungry elephanfr-against his buns. 

“ Bill,” said I to the bravq little chap whose love of 
repartee was so irrepressible th;it“ on the well- 
rememberedyoccasion of a certain charming hostess 
asking him if he’d seen Over the Sea with a Sailor — 
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(the noiiiel of the; gioment)—hck blurted out, “ Not 
exactly, ljut I’ve been Under the Seat with a Welsher, 
and it’s no catch, I'assure you 1 ” « * 

“ Biflie,” .said I, “ cheer uy 1 Overhaul the piece and 
nyit again.” • ' » >• 

But Willie only shook his head, 

“No, .Arthur,'' he answered. “Cleaver, Icss-prejudiccd 
juSgments than mine have declared it to be ‘N.G. I 
doti’t refer to the. papers; they can go and sugar 
themselves; but, as the curtain went up and Alma 
Stanley, who is as clever asishe’s beautiful,’saw that 
thehorfce was packed, she turned to Kmmie Broughton 
and exclaimed, ‘ My! What a lot of people have 
.stayed away from’Carl Rosa’s Mineral just to come 
hero I ’ ” • r 

Such philosophy as tlt.s was beyond all argument. 
Yet it was just about tliis time tli.it Willii^’s opinion 
of a passionate phiylct was solicited by a little lady 
who has since made a« mighty ijaine indeed as an 
emotional novelist. She h.ad ii(jt then trodden the 
devious path thatieads fiom the boudoir tolhetbook- 
stalls, and quite possilvly she had no literary ambition 
beyond that whieV inspired her to stand pat on a 
buneh of ^the mosit .^tiliod apd ridiculous* mediaeval 
blank verse that e\ar compjnsitor.took off a hook ; 
but Shifter had been named b) her as the one Bachelor 
of Arts in all‘London who ctoukl free her stuff from 
error’.s, chain, and to him she accordingly sent it. 
For .several weeks‘it lay in 4is drawer at the office 
snowed under, as it werj, by an avalanche of writs 
and summonses, until, on one Saturday morning, the 
.charming littlq. lady called by appointment to fetch 
it. Now Shifter always was most courteous to the 
fair sex, and the dainty authoress’s first exclamation 
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on being- shown i»to oiir fronf office wa* one •of' 
ivoniJer that any person could produce ‘copy’ in so 
noisy'and'distracting a place. • Foi' outside the large 
window which constitutes our only wall on the northern 
side, thgre is the ncvfcr'-ccasing roar of the traffic, TTic 
shouts of the newspaper bo)’S, Ihe monotonous ring¬ 
ing of the omnibus bells, ahd the cries of many coster¬ 
mongers and hawkprs. On this particular a.m., a 
peddler from Hounds<litch patrolled the kerb-.stone 
only ten feet b-.low us and kept up a maddening 
cadence iif—“ One penny ! A new an’ amusin’ toy; a 
novelty, likewise a ktwrosity. One penny j” ‘.-ihifter, 
however, deemed it his duty to assure the f.iir sister in 
the cralt that not onl^- did the vneiferation not hinder 
us in our-aork/but,,that we probably could not get 
along without it. Virgil, he rl' minded her (a])ologising 
for institu,ting the comparison) gave us to umlerstand 
that he was inspired to write his pastor,-1 poetry by 
the hum of the bv.es around, him, tiie Icuis sn^’irriis 
of all flyiii') things ip^ the air, the drowsy hum of the 
hedgerow*; and though, he said, Vir;;il probably lied 
about the bees in his own ca a—for it was well known 
th.it when he wasn’t sound .tsieep in his littie back 
attic he was cribbing bjts out yf tjie Otlyssey in the 
Sicilian British Musem,i —thercs. could be no doubt 
about his theory being quite right, h’or as long as 
he was able Willie fought shy ofvthe subject of the 
playlet, but the little authoress cornered him ^t la.st, 
and very skiKully amk ambiguously did he fence 
with lier. Finally, however^ the bolt had to fall. 

“So much for the pbit, Mr Goldberg,” she cried, 
petti.shly; “and now sis regards the cast. With your_ 
knowledge of our leading actors, to which of them 
would you entrust the interpretation of ‘ Rodolpijo ’ ? ” 
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Shifter’s eye caugjit mine and ^caused me to move 
*away, o^ens/bJy to re-post an old copy of The Spirit 
of the Times, as’he turned on her withoa Hok as 
heavify .serious as though Ije were the Literary Adviser 
TOThe Thames Ironworks, and observed ; 

“Well, I'should say Joe IClvin 

But fhronic impccunios'ity was the badge of all 
our tribe, as well as the rcd.son wli)’ the tlark passage 
an 5 the winding staircase were haunted on publishing 
days by duns, process-servers, and many species of 
sheriffs officers, collectively callefl writters. Threats 
and riAnours of threats .sv\..tnpcd the letter-boxes, too. 

“There are a lot of Chri.stmas cards come,” said 
Master the prosperous, one Noeltime. “One of you 
fellows had bettjr review them :and giva them good 
notices. .Sujjposc you Oo them, .Shirley.” 

I’eter Blobbs took up a pen and wearily^ scratched 
out: .. 

‘“The ordinary gluL of Chri.stmas cards is once 
more on us, but we fail to see^ novel, any¬ 

thing original. The notific.uions of the Wftstrainster 
County Court arc still of the familiar orange-coloured 
hue; while, as before, Messrs Uod & Longstaffc, the 
eminent d^bt-collec.tors, ■vnd their periodicahreminders 
of this and every other quarter can the blue paper 
which has become-’ ” 

“ What thd deviKs this ? ” shouted Master. “ Messrs 
Dod §t: Longstaffc, whoever they mav’ be, have sent 
ifothing to this oflice.” s- 

“Oh, haven’t TllEVf” cried the entire staff as 
one man, arising to go out, while Master, growling 
.out something.about having to-do his work himself, 
grabbed up a pen and was left angrily demonstrating 
that two fat naked little boys and a milk-white dove 
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flying round a frosted plum-pudcjing were symbolical 
of the highest aspirations of the Christian religion. 

In Vhose days we ha'd aa cashier a dear old 
Northumbrian who met a|l applications for ‘^a bit 
on account” with a moral' lecture, but never a ful'c 
refusal. One of hi% cherished ‘apothegm's was that, 
next to the rfian ‘.vlio strenuously tucked a\vaj' part 
of his weekly envelope as a surprise foy his landlady, 
the one who would eventually take the race and 
connect with tht» stakes was the one that carried his 
money in"a purse, since .*he deliberateness of pulling 
out his wallet'and rcmovi:«g the elastic band'-when- 
ev’«r he thought that one' wouldn’t hurt him, would 
give him time to reflect that, afte? all, he was better 
without it.< ■'Bet.'veeiv.thein Shifter and Shirley kept 
the old gentleman in a perpetu.il groan, Sor whilst 
the one dropped in with the regularity of a postman 
^arh morning, the other daily sent dowy. the man- 
serx’ant from the ,)jrivatc hytel in which he lived 
(and died) in Bedford Place. There was, it’s true, 
one of, these servitors who fairly pu\ the cat amongst 
the pigeons.* He was quite new to the w.iys of 
impecunious litei.iry men, and Sfeirley had ordered 
him to go down and anmve ^wlyit petty cash the 
' Economist had about horn. In line season the foul 
returned, literally beaming with smile.s. 

“ I couldn’t see the old gentleman ’c'os he wasn’t 
there, sir,” he panted, for he had been running.‘‘but 
there was tuo .stqutish men, one wKh a black bag a'S 
I could see was a lawyer, and who said, wiien the 
cleik in the orficc told ’em as he didn’t know where 
you lived but thought .as you’d gone qbroad, that he 
wanted to see you most particular this very day 
about a big legacy what had been left you;,so 1 
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gave ’eAi your address an’ the>’re on their way up 
'here naw! ” 

Pale and livid witif fear and anger, Sliirley arose 
from his bed in his nightshirt, and having ‘ printed ’ 
' 5 iTa sheet of notepaper tliis significant notice; 


No One.io Knii'r iiiis R(5nM I'Nnni Any 
I'RIIIXI UNr.LIHI, iNomST ins Fir.LN llBLI). 

c 

r>y QtJer. 

9 

THE CORONER. 


he tremblingly' affixed it outsider thft' door, and, 
having locked and bo.tcd himself in and formed a 
barricade of the fniniture, retiied to bed ngain, with 
the firm i*itention of remaining tncrc until Master 
came to town and oiganised a -elief expedition. 

In those days of ieckless,.,lighthi'artedness and 
financial scheming there seldom was a 'Friday on 
which one or other of John Corlett’s staff was not 
arre.sted at the in»tance oi some imp.itient tradesman, 
and (thoygh 1 mpreifudy icjrain from publishing it 
here) at least one of the ^ubli diing clerks .still at 
No. 52 could tell the name of the tipstaff who 
once dropp&d in on a lloxihg Day, v ith his hat in 
his 1^111(1 and the^ybsei vation on his lips that, though 
lie had got “several little Vhings ’ in his pocket he 
would “say nothink about ’em to-day.” since'he had 
merely “called in for his Chiistihas Box !’’ 

This worllij' it was who taught us with what strange 
significance the Law regards the oyster. I was 
walking down Fleet Street with Shifter, bound for 
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Sweetinfj’s on the prof>osition of ‘ natives.’ On the very 
threshold of the shop docjr our friendly tip.«taff ap¬ 
peared, setSningly out of the bowels of the earth ’tself, 
and laid a detaining hand on Willie’s shoulder. It 
turned ort to be a matfer of /.36, i 6 r. t!d. or Holloway 
Castle, and, being alv.a} s briskly alive to the value of 
procrastination, I told the writter, as I gently but 
firmly dragged him into the shop, tljat we were about 
to partake of twelve oysteis n[)iec‘e, but w-erc quite 
prepared—nay, uoukl brook no denial—to make it a 
quarter ofa gross, so th.rt'hc might j<jln us. 

“ No no, no oysters for irfe ! ” he shoipci', grabbing 
at the door-post and nearly U[)‘etting the free shrimps. 
“ Oysters is a bribe, bttt —er— there’.s no harm in half 
a tankard o 'stout! ” • , ' , 

But Billie’s relish had dcpirtcd. For the only 
p,'‘rson in the world from whom he had the least hope 
of getting the blunt that day—the Old ’Lin—was at 
Newmarket and woCld not be back til! night. Shifter 
was borne off to a spe nging-house h' the city, where, 
for a fee, he was to be kept until four o’clock. And 
•when I went down with the scudi to release him I 
found him, sen t'e as ever, wntinfi' cheery n<jtes-to- 
gueries for the ’I'n, tlcsjfite the fact th-.t one of 
the two grim-visagdd gac^lers bctfi'cen whom he was 
sitting h.id just told him that “if your pal ain’t here 
with the brass before the ijuarter paSt, we shall ’avc to 
see about makin’ a start! ” 

The only occasion on \V’hich I remember him being 
seriously put out by the absence of some money was 
during the last weeks of his tenancy of some rooms in 
Henrietta Street, Covent Garden. He’c, in an old 
house long since wiped out by “decay’s effacing fingers," 
• he lodged with a young female who, if not exactly of 
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the type of whose “peevish proud virginity” the Bard 
of Avon complains, was a lively and pleasant com- 
panio,p—even if she dia occasionally get'up in the 
night to twist the butLons off Willie’s coat so that she 
might be the 'uejjter able t^> prove to him in the 
morning how indispensable to hii welfare she and her 
little needle really were. Now 'the sight of any 
coijsiderable sum of money positi\;ely feazed this young 
W(xnan: the spectacle was probably too rich for her 
blood. So whenever Willie possessed more than 
might humanely bi turned 'upon the maniel.shelf 
the dressing-tjible, he considerately remained outdoors 
until .such time as he judged hio little friend to'be 
asleep. He would then go home, remove his boots 
before inserting ids latch-key, steal stealt'fily upstairs, 
and serrete the wad \Yit‘n great swiftness in some un¬ 
usual place—beneath the carpet, behind tlje arras, ip 
the water-i>eceptaclc of the gas-fitthigs, in the basic 
cavity of the stone m.ttchbo.K, it down the .scoop- 
sheath at the bacli of the coal-hopper. In discovering 
sites where his little roll or rouleaux rpighl pass the 
night without running the risk of being converted into, 
pin-money his ingenuity was wonderful; and yet pt 
times he .failed. On, siJch occasions, when he had 
thrice lifted the arrai to look'for tl.t collar-stud which 
he hchl in his fist, or had re-stoked the unkindled fire 
five tinpis in four lAinutes, she’had a way of enquiring, 
“What on earth pip you looking for, dear?’’with a 
candour that^ trail^cended ffte limit "of the merely 
human and passed into the thrilling region of divine 
effrontery. And when ^at last Ihe left him—which 
• she did when 4he four walls had’been sold by auction 
and the house-breaking contractors had^shored-up the 
property with oak beams until the time came to pull 
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<t down—Willie and' I went ovef the ground afresh, 
taking up all the flooring a’^'^l even shifting the hearth¬ 
stone, in an anguished hunt for’ a certain £200 -./hich 
he never, never knew the gofng of. ]hit it was all nix 
bonum, a; the Latins say. Many, a Jtian who has lost 
money as easUy as this has retired to some quiet 
tavern parlour where he could drink hiinsiilf into 
trance without feai* of interruptv-ui; but Shifter 
vegetated at greater heights. Sadi)', almost silently, 
we jointly opened a keg of nails at the old Adelphi 
Club and proceeded eastwards to take over a fresh 
set of fiirnish-d rooms in Dane’s Inn. s 

And, for at least one reason, it «.is a memorable 
take-over, that reason being repre.sentcd by iKithing 
more important'or AnusuaDthan an <'nli"ary sur¬ 
veyor’s long-linked chain land-measure. There may 
have been one hundred \ ards of it or there may have 
been two: the point is unrememb<'rcd and unim¬ 
portant ; but as Shifter caught sight of it his eyes 
sparkled and his anxie-ty to sign thehagreement which 
the retiring tenant—an excellent .sort of chap and one 
•who was obviously game for anything—had ready, 
increased tenfold. The legal 'dc<'d being executed 
.between the parties, attested fey ’myself, tind duly 
celebrated at the Ifltle medicine-cupboard inside the 
door of the bedroom, \Villie picked up the chain- 
measure, and addressing his new landlord, observed : 

“ If you have nothing better to I can offer you a 
little entertainment with’the E Division of Police and 
a cqt ofr the saddle at, Simpson’s afterwards. Arc you 
on?” 

And, with a somewhat puzzled air, the new chum 
replied in the affirmative. As the clock of St 
Clement’s Church struck seven, three young 'men 
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ftepped out of the gates of dear, dirty, old, and now 
demolished, Dane’s Inn.^,,.And one was tall and .stout, 
and one was of medium height and clean-sh'aven, and 
the third was small and. carried a prodigious nose. 
Through old Holywtjll Street they went, unheeding 
invitations to partake of " iialf-a-dozcn r,ative oj’sters, 
with roll and butter, for sixpence” ; inattcntiije to the 
cliacit of the tout '.'i the door of the snide picture sale 
witri his monotonous “ Now on, gentlemen; now 
on,” and careless of the hawkers of “ ten-a-penny, all 
crackeej.” On past die alley with the outlet in Drury 
Lane which \ as the favou-ite bolt-lujlc of so many 
watch-snatchers, on past the doorway of the once red- 
hot Newmarket Club, on past oven Short’s.^ 

“One, Iithink, before yo begin,” said the little man 
with the large nose, turning into the Gaiety bar; and 
none di-.sented. “ Now,” continued he, half pulling 
from bis pocket the chain which so nearly resembled 
a cable of w'ire pu/zles, and speakin(f to the man of 
medium height, “ )Ou will assist -.ne with the,measure¬ 
ments and Arthur will put them down in a boolr.” It 
was twenty minutes past seven when the trio emerged 
from the Gaiety, and, v> ith a few strides, came to the 
corner of ‘Wellington Streep. Nobody took much 
notice of them until the tall stout one held an open 
book in one Iji^ud and a pencil, in the other, while the 
clean-slmvcn one Irnelt upon the stones, holding one 
cod of the long-lii.f ed chain, and the little man ran 
across the road carrying the other end. ‘ When he got 
to the opposite pavement he, too, knelt down, apd 
held the chain flush to. the dejorstep of the public 
’house, ‘ The - Wellington.’ “ Forty-four and a 
quarter! ” he shouted. The tallest man cdfied “ Right! ” 
and jlut the measurement down. A Brentford market 
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cart with three somi.olent white hoiscs had d.awn up, 
waiting till the chain wa^ picked up, and tycn^ or 
thirty pedestrians had halted in tlieir walk., The 
little man caught a ragged boy by the coat sleeve. 
“ Put yqur foot on that chain, there’s a good lad,” he 
s.iid, and the boy cbeyed. Then the little man ran 
across the road, and moved the clean-shaven man’.s 
end of the chain, ,so that it extended diagonally 
across the road to the workmen’; entrance ot *he 
Mornin" Post. ” Fifty-si.\en and .i hillock i” shouted 
the little man, and, once again, the taller prospector 
cued “Right!” and put it down. Then the cletm- 
sh.iven man measured the steps of the Moritinit Pc\t 
office, and some macliine-mindcis, who had peeled off 
enough cIolIics to fi-cj comfortable, c.ime out to look 
on. “ Higher up, there'" cried, a cabman, who, with 
^ve or six. others, had pulled up just on the rise and 
by the side of rtie linked chain ; hut tl e surveyors 
paid no attention* Attractc 1 by the block in the 
traffic a police con,stable came ;.',long and, to the 
smothered dylight of the little man with the huge 
, nose, took over the stage-management. This little 
Ijrightcyes from.up the street \yas one of those tjuick- 
witted, top-heavy, far-sgping siffjpecs who cpuld, when 
required, remove Ws glofes and ]sut flown a rebellion 
single-handed. He literally jiounced upon the fore¬ 
most cabby, who was by this time<icavily engaged in 
a war of woids with the inkiest (jf,thc Morning Post 
machinists, and tfiarcd •Never mmd about ‘Go-and- 
take-a‘bath ’; you take that hansom round by 
Gatherin’ Street! ” ;* and the six cabs di.sappeared. 
And not only dkl lie do all this, byt he posted a. 
brother officer in the roadway opposite the Victoria 
Club 1 
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.A brougham, witli a" large dress-basket on the box 
by the<<.kle'of the c(,'achin,;‘^, pulled up just short of 
the second blue-co.it. Might Ut’s slip by. mister,” 
the coachman jile^dcfl, “ we’.'e at tne Canterb’ry 
in three minutes ”; but ;thc constable was as adamant, 
r.iid the brougham had to turn out,to the le!t. By 
thi.T time" the croud was sufficient to choke the 
thoro'aghf.ne .at the-Str.ind end. 

“I'"didn’t tliink.” '.lid one busybotly, '‘.,s they’d 
have interfeied with the Morion 1 w.,^ luider 

tl# impiv'ssiijii .a-. t!ie ne'.,y^slre't sl.irU'l Irom the 
drinkin’-trouipi 'ailside I'.ie y.i-tivcookV’ „ 

“Accordin’ to tins,’’ \ei,tured a '■erond, “even 
Dt Miy Lane'riie.ij’tLr It ell niusi come do^n. This 
comes o’ bli'.dly \otin’ for,^ ('. aintj' Council! ” 

.Meantime the little m'.ui witli the Cyreno jirobpscis 
had inovid the end of the chain oxer xxbich the ragged 
box’ h.ul been mounting seiitinelj up from the 
‘ Wellington ’ to the poitico of the Lyg'eum Theatre, 
and noxv the t.dl, stout in.in took tlie other end. up 
the steps and tiiro', ;’i tlv sxxi'i;; dobr.s of tlic 
Victori.i (dub. M.ui^- Iresli xv ix l.irers be. ame deeply 
interested and hung abiait the bottom of tjie club 
steps until the adipose ji'tui rc.uijie.ire.I. He did not 
Ciill out any nK’.isureinents, bei.uise he hini'-eil carried 
the book, but hehopjled his end of the chain xxdiilc 
he noted uoniething doivn. So great was the con¬ 
course of people th it .'jj.oiii d polij^janan appeared. The 
three survex-ors *bee line busu i than eVer. “ Tlii,rlv- 
txvo and a h.df! ” “ I'ltteen, sevenj.” “ Ainety-thico. 
on the cross ! ” they shouted contiiuuilly. The agility 
Of the little maif aiul he xvho was clean-sliaven xx'a.s 
really wonderful. To and fro acro.ss tbe ro.id the 
pair weVe continually running, clinking the chain 

3 > 



i8 


nTCIlKR. IN PARADISE 


behind them, white the inoie (jo/tly one \,Vas no less 
assiduous in recording tlije proportions. -The, three 
policemen were of the ,^rcatest as.sistancc. They 
seemed to enter into the business with body and 
soul, determined to r?i!brd the reconnoitring party all 
the aid that the hviv' could gi\e. 

Just about this time a tall man of military appear 
ance and str.ing b'lil.l came dowp the street from a 
northerly direction, lie was verb upright, and bad a 
red face and grey hair, with.i ii.oiist.iche that had 
been prutu d to the ton . ‘'-iicy of a toothbrush. It 
j\as Mr K'thard Willi.m'i Mtggki, the then Super¬ 
intendent at Dow Stiect, and, iiii eatching sight of 
him, all thiec c<'i 1 dilcs broigjit tlu ir boothcels 
togeth' r si’iartly ai'l swun , tluir n.ght h.iyds to their 
helmets. Mr Stcggles pi,sind his way thiough the 
, crowd, and .stood for a moini .1 lool iag enquiringly 
on befoie inU nogating Ins im n. ■’ 

But these things had noI pas^td unnoticed by the 
measuring trio, and, as the cliitf lonstable turned 
angrily upon his suhoidinatcs the t ill and adipose 
survejor slid ipiitkly’ up to his ch .m-‘h,iven con- 
. fi derate and v hispered in Ivs e,1r, “ lJuck ! Do you 
hear me, duck! Into a puls rnmid a ‘Jreet-corncr,’ 
anywhere you lilfe, but dm k. ’U et us in five minutes 
on the fir-t lloor at .Siinp-on’s! ” Itgv.is not difficult 
in such a crowil for a man of <’qiressionless counte¬ 
nance to wander away into thc4i.iffic, nor for»a small 
person to crfnoeal his”n(ec in l^s lupidkctchief and 
stray? into the flowcr-m.ul.ct. As for the adipose one, 
why, with the Gaiety stage.-door at his very elbow, a 
call on Charliarris in his manugcrUl room and -a 
subsequent, exit by the front door were obvious 
courses. Only once have I passed in and out of a 
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theatre a* prccipitataJy—although that, as a brother 

^rush ha.i said, is quite another story. ^ 

I h^d been roanifing about tlic town one afternoon 
with a dear old chum,’whew has long since solved the 
^reat secret of w'h^t happens sSIer the undertaker has 
done his worst—Isidor Emanuel Wertheimer—and 
were.on our way to his rooms "in Btiry Street, St 
Jar^es’s, to get into the clothes jifhich raostinen put 
on fibout the evcnnig hour of seven, “ whether they 
dine or not,” as the author of San 7'oj»oncc remarked. 
We had mapped out a tjuiet little evening, to 
commence \\ith something off the grill in the American 
Bar, and a box at the Empire with two little ladies 
to follow. Wertheimer had post»il the box-ticket to 
tile fair ones, they being unable to join us* until nine 
or ten o’clock. ^ 

In Piccadilly we ran intoonc JohnEdmundChandlcr^ 
another gor»l fellow who has since changed his address 
from Old Bond Street *nd Crawley Down to Over 
There, and the programme, so far as •the consumption 
of mixed grills in the American Bar vvas concerned, 
was abandoned, h'or Chandler told us that he W"as 
e.xpccting two or three .of the cheeriest souls alive to 
take pot-lyck with hiqj i>* his ^oom.s, which tvere those 
formerly occupied b)»thc nmr^defuiict Lyric Club, and 
were situated over Windover’s, the carriage-builders ; 
and he.insisfcd onus joining the party. Our plea 
about.the box at ^l^e ICmpire and the two beautiful 
ladies who were toAie in it b>»*en o’clock only served 
to settle the business, for Chandler promised faithfully 
that we should go as soon as dinner was over, “ whidh,” 
lie added, “ is generally atout thft time I fall asleep in 
my chair.” 

So jt happened that about seven o’clock we rapped 
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on Chandler’s oak, and were adniitted hy hi.i man to 
the f^•ont room of the bij; flat, which wa-. litJ.'d up as 
a billiard room. Now Chamtler was in his way a bit 
of a collector of old i>ainli antujuc clocks, and all 
sorbs of out-of-d.ite ruRbish, and be.sealh t,he lull-sized 
Ilurroiiohe.s-and-W.lts, which stood in the centre of 
the apartment, was a ma.ss of dusty bric-a-brac am’ 
‘bargains’ which had aociiinulatcdyluriivy his tcu.i/icy 
in Old Bond Street. At the end (.f llie room furthest 
from the wi?idou' was a bed made up, no doubt, for 
the reception of any visitor who miyht be sei/i d by 
p^aralysib while waiting fo;' hib stroke, apd tirotmd the 
walls were .several saddlebay aimrhais and a settee 
or two. A hiiee, fia.neless oil-p lint'ii ; from the I’aiis 
Saltm—a nude, by lie Otiesiie, reiirisentirt;; a black 
womtin and .i white arisin},' from hu;;e oyster shells—■ 
^was afTixid to the wall by dr iw iny-pins, whilst other 
unconventional fr.ipiiines and ilsin ;s te > hunu rou.s 
to mention t^.tve ample ei.Mence o! the fice and 
unfettered disposition (>{ the host., 

Havino ttiVi n olf our ouno.tts and thrown them 
down somewhere or other, we were joined by ('handler 
Ijimseif, who w;i,s tjuite in his best humour, the cheery 
souls havin;; all turned.up t.iid boiny tjuite, ready for 
Several sherrys and curaeo.ts, roi a i|uarter of an 
hour or so the faithful lieuchin-m with his trusty cork- 
.‘icrew never knew a dull momeiu, and then, it was 
that our host, whose welcome convstctl princijv'lly of 
distiihutine hearty .slap% on the back and murmured 
“Deaf old chajis!" amon" his euc.sts, thought it would 
bc‘ (juite to the taste‘of every],o'ly to h.tve “just a few 
rats, James, before we sit down to the souj).’’ He- 
sugge.sted them ju.st as anybody else might have 
intimated that a dozen natives apiece across Regent 
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ijtreot at* Mrs l)r*vtVs wouUln’t'be a bad lead-off;, 
and, sjmdst Irefoie, anybo'iy had time to second the 
proposition, the alert _Vimes brought the rodents in. 

^ There were just two do?en ,(jf them in a common 
wire cage, a'»d by fflie jvay in which they squeaUed and 
.struggled in their ])ri.sou it occurrdll to njc that it had 
*+>cen a long time belucen meals with them. Then 
Ch.Tindlcr called, quite affection.ately, for the “little 
daitg,” and, greatly'to my surprise, it turned out to be 
one of those chr\ santhemum canines ir’om the Isle of 

t • 

Skye: one of the little toy bow-wows that women* 
love to [i.it ;tnii m.ikc a sirt-ining fuss of» one of live 
representatives ot .Ms.iu in the great dog congress, 
llarrlly had the lilt'e d.iwg got*into thej-oom than 
there was»i shout of “ IIj^lo tiie?c!” from Chandler; 
the cage swished in the .lir, and a living rat took me 
clean in the left eye ! Jack had pressed the cage doow 
oi)en and sw* mg the whole of the twenty-four r.its all 
over the billiaid-t.ible 1 Vome ruslie^l for the pockets, 
squealing in their rt-ight, whilst others boMIy jumped 
over the cushionand r.ui round the rotim in .scsirch 
of bolt-holes. Somebody lilted the little dog on to 
the table, and, amiilst encoui aging slwuts (^f " Th-at's 
it—good *iorg—gix'e h to liyfi! “ he inst.intly killed 
his first rat, m b.iulC. .\ second rodent was turned 
out of the t<y^left-h.ind pocki;t. and, shifting his play 
to that end ol the t?ible, the r.ig ',cd little fellow slew 
the liftle grey pest*iifst where the rod ball should have 
been, to a deli(;htet1 chorus oT*" Thaf’s’it, bcry.^'ou’ro 
not spot-barred!Up and down the table he wt^nt 
after the vermin until eleven r^ts bay bleeding and 
•gasping and dying on the green cloth. Then, as 
there were no more on the table, ‘ Kags ’ was put 
upon‘the floor to hunt for the ‘lost balls.’ Frcr., 
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• time to time he would turn a ‘rodent out from the 
interfcr of a grandfather’s-clock pr put ufJ another 
from playing Brer Rabbit in a medimval soup-tureen. 
Others were found in {t'e bed, beneath sofa-cushions, 
and bdhind the cue-rack; and iif all nineteen had 
been accounted fcVhen the butler came in with the 
welcome news that dinner was on the table. “ • 

From a conversafional point of.-icw the dinner'was 
not a brilliant success. For our host, having lately 
purchaser! a house in Sussex, ever so many miles from 
'a railway station, was taking in country life through 
the pores of his skin, and'he shut us aH up by offering 
to bet an even tenner that nobody-at the table could 
put down upon paper the rough song of the linnet. 
If the generous reader wiW, pardon my tJirusting a 
piece of purely personal and entirely useless informa¬ 
tion upon him, I may assure him that I didn’t even 
try. Having been bom within one huntfred yards of 
0.xford Circus, I never did vegetate comfortably 
amon" rustics, and should find no delight whatever in 
being noticed in the county press as the producer of 
the fattest pig or the biggest turnip that ever was 
Seen. Sipce my paients put mb here without authority 
—and probably ^witlidpt intcfi^ibn—the Vavements 
have always been goori enough for me. 

Others, however, politely disposed fQ humour the 
man whose food they were consuming, had » shot at 
it for wagers of small ^ijvcr, but* ^fone got cveh near 
the gi^l. Their'essays were mostly of »ne, or at most 
thiiee, words; whereas Chandler, triumphantly pro¬ 
ducing a copy of TAf Sporting Life (to which sound 
authority he had previously written) and turning W 
tho "Answeta to Correspondents,” proclaimed: 

“The linnet’s rough song is—Tolic-gow-gow^ tolic- 
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joey-fair, tolic-hickey'^ee, tolic-equay-quake, tuc-tuc- 
w'zziqjuc<tuc-joey, equay-quake-a-weet, tuc-tuc-we/:t!" 
And one and all cried, sycophantically: • 

“ Of course it is! Why aouldn’t we think of that ? ” 
*No sooncj w5s*the dinner**over than ouf host 
, proved to us that he was no liar afoout his habits by 
•idipppinj* off into a heavy and cvidchtly much-needed 
slunjber. It was the happy, "uiUj-less sleep fhat the 
young mother loves to notice in the faces of her 
darlings when she goes into their roorrMo see if they 
are covered up all light beforC she herself retires, and, 
it absolved us^f any obli’^jition to stay^any longer 
than we wanted to. At least, / thought so. Thefe 
arc some persons so tied to the csnventionalities that 
they woul(| have Awakenal a host to <>ay ”good-byc,’ 
but I do not believe; in doing that. Personally I 
thanked the butler for a iierfoctly delightful time, and 
begged that ^ic w-ould not take the trouble to come 
downstairs to the .strcet-chior—althisugh, as he said, it 
was no trouble at ail as he'd got to‘go down to put 
the kitten out. , * • 

On going into the billiard-room to gather my coat 
and my companiofl I /bund Chandler’s man-servant 
• on his hvids and.kgecS, shifting the relics stored 
beneath the billiard-ftble so t^iat the little dog could 
get in and out more freely. Locking up, beaming 
with satisfaction, hiJ remarked; 

H«’s caught twQ more, sir, while you’ve been at 
dinner: that makeS twenty-d#e in ajl.*' 

As I did not wi.sh to wound the simple cr^ture’s 
sensitive feelings, I put jin amount of false joy iiJto 
my “No, really?” that was worth much more than 
the information itself, picked up my ci^it, which lay 
in a ^eap on one of the saddlebag settees, and 
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joining Wertheinlpr outside, started to \^lk to the 
Empire. • 

l' well remember what a crowd there waS^'at the 
Empire on that night, evcrf greater, I think, than 
after an average University' Jloat ^ace. As we passed 
through we encountered Mr Slater, whrf told us that 
one lady onty hcvl arrived and had taken possession 
of the bo.x. It was Isidor’s fairy of the moment, and 
her name was Letiore Mitchell. • * 

Lenore wa,s a handsome, rather than a pretty 
woman,rind had been accustomed to rule those within 
her environment with a, pettish will. If she had 
Vcally been' a queen instead of merefy thinking that 
she was one, her sybjccts would 'have e.vperienced a 
stormy reign, with \^ariah!c winds changing to a gale 
later, and perhaps stime snAv. •' 

Isidor introduced me to her‘as the author of a story 
which she had read, and she instantly showered her 
patronage upon rqe. , 

“Sit there,’’ she .said with the cyctatorial air of the 
man^wh» calls in on publishing day to cat the editor, 
at the same lime indicating the only unoccupied chair 
in the box, anil I threw away my .coat and sat there. 
Most willingly ‘would I havf t’aken gre.iter care of my 
cover, but, comipg st» light oip. of the gl.are of the 
circle into the dim red-walled box, I couldn’t locate 
the coat-pegs, and, after all, undjie consideration for 
one's clothing is, so my observation leads me to 
believe, in thy very w^st tastel , * 

Legore looked me over critically for Several .seconds 
with an air that caused me to feel about three degrees 
homelier than mud. i * 

“ Now, Arthur," she said, imperious!^, “ if I like you 
you will knoAr me as well in ten minutes as you would 
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in a liR^ime; talk to me anrl a'mu'e me; and you, 
Isidor, le^ve us. Go into the circle and smoke a ^gar."' 

VVTthout hesitaLin", Isidor went out, and, as the 
box-door closed, I made a wild attempt to start 
'something, with tjiat inwaVd fttmt of confidence that 
comes over one who has coinme^nced telling a good 
^story and remembers all too late that tH'e whole point 
of the thing turns upon an incident u hich Is utterly 
un^t to be relato'l, and who sees that the only 
possible way out is to invent soin»-other situation 
which is sure to hC (piite pointless and probably even 
pm rile. One can’t always sparkle, especially to 
order. I remember a certain gilt-edgeS youth who 
once took J’essie Ilellwood out„to supper. He had 
long read of her as a regular ipirth-.provDker, one of 
the most* witching and' enchanting females on the 
stage, and when he mot her at the Cafe Royal, his 
face was w»;athcd with smiles as be anticipated the 
side-splitters which woij'd shortly, fall from her lips. 
Only when .some, twenty minutes'had elapsed, and 
she opened her mouth and said, " I supjaoseVotj don’t 
happen to know any ccrt.iin cure for a solt corn?” 
did he finish his isuppcr right hurriedly and excuse 
himself on the ground, of having remembered an 
import.ant apjiointiTr.-nl on hicratire bu.siness with a 
man who had been dead and buried for over three 
weeks. ' * , 

Hc^pily or otherwise, I was spared the torture of 
tfiventing false-finishes, for hWiaii barply spoken one 
hundred words when Lenore, tilting her chair « little 
forward and bringing her fair face nearer to mine, Said 
.quietly, yet still commandingly f 

“ Kiss me.” * 

Here was a proper three-horned dilemma! As 
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, one with very clearljr defined viovvtf upon thtf rights of 
owndi-ship, I would reluctantly have declined; ^ one 
invited tb play second violin, wfth a prospect of 
ultimate promotion to leadership, I might have com¬ 
plied irresolutely; bu^ as one wh6 wou|d rather be 
sandpapered ,than 'appear indifferent to a proffered 
favour, l,had but one course open. Moreover, had«L 
hesitated, she miglit have wondered whethej I 
expected a gratuity. • • 

I do not reiriember the colour of her eyes, but as 
/hey looked straight into*'mine they wore a rare sweet 
expression. , Perhaps it w,a‘s one of gr,\titude for being 
let off the rest of that story. /\las! I shall never 
know. If only she'had kept on looking at me all 
might have bcefi well*; instep her optics wjindcred to 
the corner of the bo.x where Xiy, my overcoat, and my 
^aze went there too. 

Slowly, cautiously from one of the pofkets of that 
coat stole an old ^tcy rat. Me was as big as a kitten 
and as ^ary a.s" a night constalSle’s rubber boots. 
When* fairly eut of my pocket he sat up, looked round 
about him and stroked his veteran whiskers. Lenore 
was glaring at Wm and trembling.' Her shaking little 
hands clutched at hen skirts r.nd drew them more 
tightly around hefi I o*bserved,*by tlie way, that she 
wore sky-blue suspenders. Swiftly and stealthily I 
slipped one arm out of my dress'coat, reme,mbering 
how the late lamented Abraham* Bartlett once re¬ 
captured an 'absconding alligatdr by throwing a 
he^hrug across its back and forcibly grappling with 
it. I would adopt with t^is rodent the self-same 
tactics by which the excellent old superintendent of 
the Zoo subdged the saurian. Just as I was ready, the 
beautiful Lenore upset it all. She gave a piercing 
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sh(iek. The mental'balance of the fat was temporarily 
upsetwhat intent I know not, it took '’one 

bound and then scampered- ” 

.Would that I might break thjj^tale off here and by 
so doing continue to hold my head up in the.front- 
•parlours of smug res]5cctability. Canno^ I appeal, or 
"Tfterplead, or get leave to defend? No; the truth 
must' come out 

The rat, then, scampered clean up Lenore’s lace 
petticoats and did not come down again! Poor girl! 
she breathed in frenzied gulps and gazed at me,, 
imploringly. “ Slie was becoming whiter .and whiter 
every instant, and p'^csently would surely swoon. My 
first impulse was to wind a handkerchief round my 
right fist .as a protection agdinst the varmint’s 
teeth- 

But, hang it all, I couldn’t - ,, 

With my Jiead positively swimming, I pressed the 
latch of the box-door and’got out somehow. I grabbed 
at two gorgeous damsels who were passing, ajd, hand¬ 
ing them my gloves and handkerchief, implored ‘’them 
to go into the bo.x and do what they could for a sister 
in distress. 

A policeman, in l*h(!' street, outside, grabbed me by 
the arm after I had, as one in a dream, walked into a 
lamp-post and caused my nose to bleed. 

Next <morning the sun came up as usual; but I 
never ’saw Lenord again, ^i^he travelled on the 
morrow, it subsequently transpired, to''Edinburgh, to 
make a last appeal to a lover who had grown tifed^of 
her. Presumably she pleaded all, in vain, for, two days 
later, she shoti herself in the breast in a first-class 
carriage on the Midland Railway and die^ in a cottage 
at Bec^ord to which some railway labourers carried her. 
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Back to the Tnipire—Sweirs anti Peter start for Brit^hton—But *do 
in* th« last trim titty miks in a Bills I'ond hvnsom '—At ten 
shiUini»s a mile —On I’d tet l.and on vuljiir d^itlir—Ihe record to 
Horkv krt)k(.n -\Micu I >in Bowling was a ro*ui coachman— 
Biighton at Iw ’—^rank bhvin’s hrst meeting with plovers* 
eggs—K^m no cntiCHCs his own tanlf—1 Inl M.iytikt«e four pals 
to the NSC —Aiul *.ins tliiit^ sovereigns tin Kie] M‘Kipp—lie 
stanels a fiuit saUel vupj^cr—Phii re<eivis an eelitorul reminder— 
Anel riies in a four wheeler—V i latutinal elouche Saturday 
night at the Savage ( liih— r<» nitef tlic Duke* ol Teek — I'hil does 
a little sketching-And lreak‘isis wuh a f mious bHeuit baker— 
The.r subsequent afejoitimncnt ehin )nd 
‘ I 

It f(;}l Bpon a. fateful ni"ht not very many years atjo 
that my inclination aejain took me to the Empire, and 
there, in the promenade that has caused so many heart- 
*aches, 1 came a'cross Swears,and the clicery individual 
whom all the boysof that day knew as ‘ Peter ’—simply 
‘ Peter.’ Now 1 have evci been a perfect walking 
encyclopaidia of useless knowledge, and, bcfoie two 
minutes had elapsed, I had added to my stpek of 
unwisdom thg item ^i’at Peter i and Swears wore 
going, down to Brighton together by the 11.50 in 
o*der to shake a loose leg at a ball which was being 
given by a man who'owed Swe.irs a ‘ monkey.’ Not 
only did he owe Swears a ‘ monkey,' but what was 
a much mdire important matter, he had that very 

I 
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Tiorning tjfeen his <3atii, broken a ^late, blown out a 
matchi^ndueven offered to bet a luncheon for a dc/Aen 
that hcfcw'ould positively hand over the stuff"if only 
Swears would turn up at thePBrijihton hop before they 
footed the las.t saraband—or say'before six a.m. As 
the 11.50 from Victoria runs down in ju.st seventy- 
fiws minutes, the ‘ monkey ’ looked as good as a walk¬ 
over /or them ; meantime the obvious course was to 
see ‘the Empire out. This was a walk-over, too. 
Heedless of clocks, we stood by the * 8 ar where so 
many mighty schemes have been discussed'—where 
even Derby wiiyicrs have been bought qsvernight—, 
and talked and tippled till the dismal strains of the 
National Anthem drowned the (Ajnversational purr 
and gave u^ the oftice to go. • • " 

“ by jis^, never knew .time slip by so quicklj'," cried 
Peter; but Swears had already grappled with the 
fact, and waii* elbowing his way through the light¬ 
hearted crowd that occupied the space between his 
white waistcoat and* the way out. tailing ijito the 
breach that Swears’ passage made, Peter anti I 
followed him into the street, where Peter amply 
justified his name bjt putting up his first bluff. There 
were two rpa.sons, heus;*id,Svhy he was bound to call 
at the Continental. “Firstly, the ffsh of which he 
partook at luncl) must h.ave been every bit as salt as 
Lot’s wife’s elbow ;• secondly, he had got to saj 
soipethkig in three minutes to a girl who had wirec 
to say that she was tMthout hojl"^, boots^bber or money 
Under ordinary circumstances Swears would have askec 
Peter if his girl friend couljin’t bring a girl friend witl 
her, but he was go absorbed in the details of a schem< 
to break away that he forgot his lines; ,^nd withii 
the next few minutes we reached the Continental, 
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It was at 11.46 precisely that, casting off something 
in pale grey eolienne that was telling us that she was 
not really wicked at heart bi|t did love to have a 
good time, that we awoke suddenly to the need of a 
swift hansom, and proceeded to pile into one that was 
pulled up at the kerbstone—I going along as the 
representative of the See ’Em Off Club. 

“ Victoria 1 ” crieyl Swears to the driver, mounting 
the step, “and in four minutes.” 

Like a gri..*'>ed whirlwind we flew along Pall Mall 
^ and rou'hded the Mari'uorough House corner in a 
^style that caused the seiitties to halt and look round. 
But no sound of a crash reached them out of the 
darkness: our cabkian knew that his road was clear 
and galloped - the ‘•■urn with several yards to spare. 
All in vain, however, was ffie gallant effort: the time 
, allowance was all too short, and wc rattled into the 
station yard and raced through the boolnng-office on 
to the platform, only to find* that the 11.50 had been 
gone nearly tw'o minutes. 

Idle and .useless it was to contaminate the atmos¬ 
phere with profanity, desperate as was Swears’ case— 
.though he alor(.e would not acjmit'thc apparent hope¬ 
lessness of it. , • , . 

“ If Charlie sfaid s/.r o’clock,” he gasped, “ two 
minutes /asi six would be two minutes too late! 
Six hours and eight minutes yet remain, and though 
Heaven itself defied me”—here, he shook his fist 
furiously, if ufcCpnsciotTiSy, at the Crippled old lavatory 
atterftlant, who was leaving for the night but had 
paused to gaze in wonderment at our excited little 
group—“even then \ would have a shy at doing itl 
Peter—Artjiur, come outside.” 

The honest cab-horse that had brought us down 
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■was getting its wmd* again as wft returned from the 
pTatfqrra to the pavement of the station yard. *The 
cabman, a fat felloiXr with a neutral zone between his 
vest and breeches, eyed us with undisguised surprise. 

* “ Gawd’s trooth ) you don’t linean to say as_you’ve 
been an' done the train in, gents i” he exclaimed, as 
with his fight palm and some affeition lie smoothed 
dov^n his steed’s coat between the,pad and the* crupper 
—»little touch of CMnaradfrie not infrequently shown 
to a horse by a cabman whose “ We'Af I’ll leave it to 
you, sir,” has not been illiberally interpreted. * Thougl^ 
nobody gave llje man a dij-cct answer, ^wears’ ncj^t 
remark was sufnciently significant to be mistaken for 
a reply in the affirmative. > 

“Where^do yob put up?” » • * 

“Just off the Bair^ Pond Road, sir,” replied the 
cabman, who most probably was well aware that no, 
trains ran tJ that fashionable seapdrt from Victoria, 
and then added, “ But,’ lord! wt night lots ain’t 
particklcr; where* didjer w'anter *go to—Clap’am, 
Brixt’n, Streat’am, Bal’ain— on’y give it.a namtf? ” 

In a voice that was not entirely free from emotion, 
but full of terrible ffarnesiness. Swears replied : , 

“ I mujt be at tho Old Ship at Brighton by six 
to-morrow morning T’ • 

Then it wa.s that the cabman’s buoyancy of spirit 
underwent a sharp* and vehement slump; even his 
vpice,«when next Jie spoke, was changed. He did 
not in tones of hdiieful che^^ volutUetr to make the 
attempt, e’en though he doubted his Roziflante’s 
ability to quite get the^ course^ but instead, in the 
grating, pessiipistic, tired-out tones of one who had 
accidentally removed one or both of his jtonsils while 
eating with his knife, he began a dissertation, un- 
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, promising as to probable length* oft the va<tie of his 
employer’s animated rolling-stock. 

“ My guv'nor, he sets a lot t)’ store by this- yere 
mare, mister,” said he j “ he gived fifteen quid for ’cr, 
he did, on’y a week a'go up to Ward’s deposit-erry, 
an’ 1 don’t reckon 'she’d ever fetch that money agen 
after a-doin’ fifty-two miles in Icss’n six hours! It 
wants a bit o’ doin’ 1 Of course, as I say, she ain’t my 
property, an’ I wouldn’t like to take a liberty with no 
other man’s property any more than 1 should like 

another man to take a liberty-” 

, “ I care nothing about taking liberties! ” cried 
. Swears, chipping in and cutting the cabman’s moral 
soliloquy short in the middle. “ My business is to be 
in Brighton by'si.x cr’clock to-morrow morning, and 
the man that takes me there gets a ‘pony’ for his 
^trouble. See ? ” 

‘‘Kive-and-twenty quid, straight?" gasfJed the cab¬ 
man, incredulously.* 

“ Five ^new fivers, absolutely 1 ' replied .Swcar.s, 
unbuttoning his overcoat and thrusting his right hand 
inside his waistcoat suggestively. And lie added, 
ingenuously enough, “ And next wtek’s the City and 
Suburban, too 1 ” • 

The weak being,*catalogued as*a man and badged 
with enamelled iron, wavered. I lari, not the first 
Napoleon—the only Nap that took* any beating worth 
mentioning—acknowledged tliat after conquering all 
the allied armib» of Kafope, it w:& England’s paper 
money*that had sent him to St Helena? That self¬ 
same pa|)er money ha^ carrie^i all before it ever since, 
and how could a mere London cabrpan—a single • 
lowly represej^tative of the great two-wheel Transpiort 
Trust—^hold oiit where the greatest Emperi^r in 
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modern history had had, to own that'the situation had 
got+iim whqre his hair was short? ' 

“Get tn, gents,” s.sid^tlie cabby, uttcily regardless 
of consequences. And Swea's and Peter got in. 

Around the corrtcT and adowV* the dreary vista of 
the Vauxhall Biid<;e Road sped th<; hapless ‘ shoful,' 
and in less than five minutes from 'the time of its 
starting it crossed over into the region south Of the 
Thanqes, ovei which 'it .incient times good Edmund 
reigned until bloody Kdric, who has'Isten hapjaly 
dcsciibcd as the Et liot of histlay, aiose and tubbed 
him out, ma s,i,.riiu; the royal adheunts .ind confis¬ 
catin'', so mui h m uu y that .uiyone ci'-e but he would 
, have bi i n ashaim. d td take it . 

It w.is not until tne cab was approaching the 
‘ Swan ’ at Slbcku 1 11 —with'tlie ‘ Swan ’ just closing- 
that it orcuried to the piaitical mind of Peter to 
victual the cxi'-tdition , at th< same time every instant 
was of th ■ guatest value, acid even lobs time ''ould be 
allowed for stopp 1 ;e‘s than at road-ccfcchimg. Three 
minutes at the • Swan.' theielore, sufficed ig wfticlb to 
ake .dio.ird two bottles of Scotch whisky, six of soda- 
vater, .and an ai'.ioer-pkited pork pic for the sus-. 
cnancc of the coachman, Then,to the road a^ain. 

The old m.irc threwo up her'headoas she scented 
-he gr.iss and the lilac bushes on le.iving the bricks 
tnd moitar bshiiid .ipd making'for Stre.itham Hill, 
but her yacc was well .maint,lined, and there began to 
be something of spent in the tAiking^cf the chains 
that held her tihces, and in hei occasional snort* of 
pleasure as she sped past the market gardens. Dow n' 
amongst the labourers’ cotfages of Thornton Heath 
she ceased to utfer these manife-tations of joy, and 
when at last, with streets growing narrower ’and tram 
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lines commencing, she entered Croydon,, all her old 
mdcropolitan lassitude came back. Ilut as she 
pondered and still went forward, the stone,s gSye way 
to macadam again, and the coach road at Caterham 
looked like chalk in the "pale mosiilight. On, on She 
went, with nothing but nodding laburnums to welcome 
her, to Purley; and at Cane Hill, on passing the 
lunatic asylum, she broke into a gallop at the pop of 
a soda-water cork, released by one of the, two 
passengers it, celebration of the fact that’ up to now 
he had oeen foxy enough to keep on the right side of 
the walls of that sombre institution. 

From sounds that assailed his ears as his game 
little mare clattered along the last macadamised mile 
into Red'Hill, the .rdventurous c.i'oman came to the 
conclusion that his ‘ fares ’ were sleeping. Every now 
and again an alcoholic snort would penetrate the 
stillness of the? night, until at List a gueer feeling of 
lonelines.s—or of'loncliness anil aiiprchension mixed— 
stole over the‘mind of the dri/er. Certainly these 
‘toff’s’ frorp the Continental had promi.sed him « 
‘pony’ if he got them to Brighton by .six o’clock; 
but what if hc,i/fi/«’/? It hqd never crossed his brain 
to ask tor ‘a bit 6i\ account,’,and supposing, from 
his horse knocking up or any'equally likely disaster, 
he should fail to quite carry out his contract to the 
letter, how was he going on ? g'lt tAat moment the 
spirit was strong upon him to pull up, shake,his two 
‘insides’ ou<» qf thei/%lumber, ind have a fresh pro 
raid arrangement. At worst, they c5uld only swear 
‘at him, and even that would be preferable to this 
awful stillness, accentuated by the snail’s pace at 
which the^now thoroughly tired mire was creeping 
up the steep hill that leads to Earlswood Common. 
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XJan is a creature that yearns for sympathy,* of 
howevei* qualified a> aprt. I remember, yejws and 
years ago, a real good fellow.confiding to Billie Fitz- 
wUliam in the middle of the lon^J cat-hymned watches 
of the night the gruesome intelliggnce that his end 
was near. ^ •’ * 

*• B-B-Billie, old man,” he groaned, “ my d-d-tloctor 
says fhat I’m d-d-dying of drink !” 

“ iTever mind, old fellow, never miiid,” answered 
Billie, alw'ays cheerful, as he wrung the miserable 
Dne’s band, “ after all, it’s ark honourable and gentle¬ 
manly death—a dSmn sight more so than—'than, well,* 
blood-poisoning, for instance! ” * 

The famous bunch of trees knpw a'i ‘the Surrey 
stag’ grew bigger and bigger against the southern 
sky, and Earlswourl As} Ium, on the left, mocked the 
trusting cabby jn the most personal manner, but still 
he forbade to wake up his fares. A Kttle further on a 
hare darted across tho moonlit road, Rght under the 
very nose of the mare, so startling that estimable animal 
that she took her bit in her mouth and put up a gallop 
that carried the cavalwide slap into Ilorley. 

Peter and Swc.irs aw^oke together and gazed llecpily 
at the shutters of the slw)])s in tlTc main street. It w;is 
still quite dark, but not too opaque to ob.scure from 
Swears’ quick eyes a gassing glirfipse of a large clock- 
face which* seemed t<j be hanging dangerously near 
the pavement on tli|! off sid9.% An jn6tantaneou.s, 
fleeting vision, hri which the position of the clock’s 
hands were distinctly revealed, caused Swears to shove 
up the little trap-door in the cab rdbf and cry:— 

Hoy—cabby-*-what place is this ? ” 

“Horley, sir; we shall pass the old 'Chequers’ 
directly.”j 
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‘ Are you sure it’s Horley ? ” 

" Positive, sir.” 

“Good lord! Twenty-five miles in two hours! 
Why, we shall win tw a‘canter tuyol" , 

“ Aye, I can tell ye, sir, this mare’s been a-puttin’ 
in some cli.jkin’ ^nc work while you two gents has 
been a-dozin’.” 

“ I will buy her a new .set of harness and you a 
new whip! ” cr'cd tin- delighted Swe.irs, re-settling his 
left sho'dder in the corner anrl closing his eyes again. 
O, the blissfulness of ignorance : the merciful blessed- 
ne.ss of undiscovered truth ! For it'.\as no clock that 
Ernest had seen, ^nothing but Messrs .S.irs.inet and 
Tearit’s, die exccljent linendr.ip;i’.s, newly-painteil 
revolving shul-tor nnbelH » i d i, I’li the Vgend : 

close 



All, barripg the tpare, uere yi soini what’che'riei 
veie, therefore, as they passed tile hi»oric ‘ Cliecjiiers ’ 
rand entered uiion that long, level five mile-run which 
the coachmen all tell yiaiMas laid with a foundation 
of flagstones by order of fine old (j^iorgc the h'ourth, 
shortly after he had been unceremoniously tumbh'd 
out of his chariot in company with someihjng very 
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choice thqf he was taking down to ‘ Saturday-to- 
IVNiruJa^’ at the Pavilion. I should not have repelted 
this morsel of scantlal but that the plain unvarnished 
truth is hist suite^ to this.democratic age, and it is 
ifcw generally Seknitted *thaS George was most 
distinctly whatever they called ‘ a Ijit peas-in-tKe-pot ’ 
in 1825. • Ilis biographers agree that he \tas more for 
the lithe and limber than the literal^ woman. He also 
opejily preferred playtng the friend to some poor girl 
who, as likely as not, harl never knouv. what a com¬ 
fortable home wa. before, tef spending his evenings 
with the alcoholic hunchb(»llios of his own age at 
White’s or the M.arlborough. • 

Meantime the honest marc was»growing decidedly 
leg-weary. Thoifgh for the n«xt fi'w "miles she 
hammered away in a stylifthat suggested her posses¬ 
sion of a third or lourth ‘ wind,' she stopped almost tc 
a walk at the foot of Slangham Hill; and small 
wonder. P'or it is at this jkoint that^ven a full-chested 
coaching team is rcififorcc.l by a fifth, or ‘cock ’hor.se, 
and Stanley Cave, the dandy little gyard* ofc the 
‘Comet,’who .straildh'.s the pigskin and rides up the 
hill, has immortali'^'d ^he fact in what passes for 
poetry at^the Whit*- .Horse Cellars. As Tle.ir old 
Dickie the Driver e.KC'lUimed one evening, “ Only fancy 
Tom Bowling _ having been a road-coachman 1 / 

never ki^w il until»last night! ” And when sorely 
puzzled ihen askccl what on earth he meant, he 
blandly explained tkat he had^been Hikcn to hear a 
freshly-importe'd tenor who, alluding to DilMin’s 
Immortal hero, had warbled most clearly, “ For thought 
hjs body’s under Hatchett^,” a most conclusive proof, 
Dickie argued,* that Tom was well known at the 
Cellars, and in all probability used to drive a 
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coach from the house daily in some famous bygone 
era. 

As at last the deep dark blue: of departing night 
gave place to the grey and cerise tipts of tht approach¬ 
ing day, a pitiable tiirn-out, drawif by a heart-broken 
steed with but three legs and a swinger—a weary living 
thing that' urged onward with merely mechanical 
motion", because it had not the vitality to pull up and 
naturally refrained from incurring the pain of falling 
down—rolled beneath the high stone viaduet marking 
the northern boundary of the town of Brighton. A 
few yards more and the patient and courageous mare 
who Iiad 'given her speed, her stahiina—almost life 
itself—in order tl\?t her flinty-hearted lessee should 
make a Cockney Jioliday at ICpsoin, dropped, like 
Nicanor, without so much as busting a flame strap! 
As the shafts went down. Swears and Peter were 
projected violently against the splashboard, while the 
panting sides of the beaten animal resounded with the 
blows of many empty soda-watei bottles falling from 
the rab'^roof I 

From the belfry of the big church standing re¬ 
proachfully in the middle of the Steyne came booming 
the hour of six. ^ ^ 

“Come along, Peter, come*along, we shall do it 
yet! ” shouted Swears, grabbing his companion by the 
arm, and pulling him tjff the foot-boar'd. 

“ Arf a mo I arf a mo 1 ” cried the cabby, who had 
sliddcn down rather^'than lowered himself in Ihe 
regulation way from his dickey. “ D’;^e mean to say 
ss, after all, you ain’t a-paying out ? ” 

“ Here’s my carfl,’’ answered Swears, excitedly 
thrusting a bit of pasteboard into khc man’s hand, 
“call at th/Old Ship later on—call about ten I ’’ 
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“Bilked I* By thfi Great Horn'Spoon, bilkeq!” 
yel^ci-tlje dftbman in sneer despair, as he collapsed in 
the roati beside tl^ feody of his horse. * 

. . . X 

But, of course, he wasn't bilkedi He called and 
get his ‘pony’ right enough, and—a new hat at 
Muttpn’s besides. For your good gambler is never a 
hoarder, and, though “the uninitiated may refuse to 
believe it, even as moles, no doubt, den^ that the sun 
and stars exist, and think the lark stark mad for 
soaring in the- suitfihine, noth'ipg except getting money 
gives a good plucked, 'un more fun than putting it in* 
circulation again. Which reminds me that shortly 
after Franlj Patrick Sla^in knocked,* despite the 
cowardly interference of thirty-one hired ruffians 
taken to Bruges from the slums of Birmingham, 
seventeen district and different kinds‘of Hell out of 
ex-champion Jem Smith, flc devote'd a short season 
to the delusive joy of looking over this fay" town. 
There is no ncetl to dilate here on the shanTeful 
brutalities heaped upon ‘Paddy’ in that Belgian 
battle, nor to reiteraft: law he fought, <uid foiyjht, and • 
fought, toV'ng the bltnv of* thj^.steel ‘kosh’ and the 
biff of the brass knuckles without a fjrunt as loud as 
that which is emitted by the n^w bull pup that has 
missed the maternal fount by three-quarters of an 
inch; had he then luttrded his financial rAources he 
might now hav^ beei^ a prosperdhs iniiktcper instead 
of being, as when last I heard of him, second soft- 
boiled egg steward on the pight lyiat between Skag-'^ 
way and Dawson City—but a truce to moralising. 
As I entered Romano’s restaurant one glojious after¬ 
noon, I encountered Frank Slavin just coming out 
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Say, come back into the bir an’ take one for the 
worms wi’ me,” said he, as, crii'iniiu'" from»ear to4ar, 
he gently detained mo with the grinfof .a rear brakes¬ 
man on a gravel traiij„ ‘.I’ll tell uOu somethin’ that’ll 
make you smile.” 

.\s I am invariably open to indulge in this highly 
intellectual e.xcrcise, 1 entered the bar with him. 
Frank had been standing lunrh to three of the 
cheeriest johnnies that ever tocHt the knock acro.s*; the 
rails of a members’ enylLsure. Their Ix-autifiilly-cut 
clothes, their finished diction—( uid Sl.ivin himself 
was justly,proud of being educatireial!'/ a bit above 
liis brother fighters) —ami their bright blue anecdotes 
were fresh-gathered ambrosia to him. Hut what 
tickled him more 'than hor.sehair nmjer.sliirt ju.st 
then —the one touch that attested him with a prurient 
sensation most of all—was tliat Tunmue Deane and 
Archie Hrowtio had played a pr.iclic.u joke on him 
which the wily Captain * Colman had completely 
countetiacted, though still allowing tlie lacetious twain 
to tliink that they’d got the best of it. 

Novv it is necessary to c.K|jlain, for the benefit of 
country,mice and those whoipreier the grey peas and 
rustic security advocaffd by u’.d'.TToi) to \lie distrac¬ 
tions ami dangers of the town, that one of the principal 
‘side-shows’ in the .re.stauiaiit is a damask-covered 
table placc^ in tiie ground floor'dining-rooHi betwixt 
the plush yorlihre at^jl the littk office in winch Jthe 
Roman u.scd* to produce the cash in ^change for the 
fleeting stumer—whatever that may mean. The 
horticultural and Vfigetablp beauties of this display 
have ever appealed strongly to my .sympathetic soul, 
although “ J am glad that I never went in heartily for 
fruit,” as the very foxed young gentleman at the old 
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Supper Glub retifatHed after weighing out seventy 
slHJfc'ngs for the sinal pineapple on which his beautiful 
parttRr of that «^cning had suddenly set her hand and 
heart. But I adwire it fro;n %far. I look, but I never 
touch. Mojeove’r, it would b^ a pity to distyrb the 
symmetry of it, since, I shrewdly ^suspect, that in the 
early m^rn, before many custodiers are about, the 
rhujjarb editor of somebody’s ilUistrated seed cata¬ 
logue is retained to eSme in and arrange it, so artisti¬ 
cally are the Arr-de-Triomphe artichokes grouped with 
the Isabella-M.iria gi.int asparagus and the tJloire-dg- 
Dijon j;ooseJ)cr''^s. .\lan)T ptiier da.'.zling varieties oi 
plant life anil pit; fruit —iiuLi.uuse born, artificialty 
matured and periodically pruncd*back and improved 
upon by ."^l the sons of Adam sihee thut inconsiderate 
old gcntlem.in raised Qiin—there are, ‘the whole being 
crowned,’ as the programme of the firework nighty 
hath it, wilhki grand display of small baskets of green 
moss, in each of which reJ)ose one‘dozen of the eggs 
of the unsociable * and gregarious* plover. ^ But for 
these little eggs Frank Slavin might not»have stepped 
me, and this good ink had not been shed. 

“ See here, this iS ju>>t how it all came about,” corw- 
fided the,meny ex-blacksfnit^from Maitland, pinning 
me in a corner and punctuating his*diverting narrative 
by many playful prods and punches, the effects of which 
I still fesl wnen rhuumatism takes hold of me. “ Be¬ 
fore this lunching .shivvoo got fairly startRl, the waiter 
brought out some Anny littl? ftiottled Cggs in k moss 
basket—honcy-bird.s’ eggs, I b’lieve they calle*d ’em, 
though I didn’t pay muejj attertfion, feeling it in 
bones, somehow, that they were a-pulling my leg foi 
me. There wire just four dozen of ’en^ an' Tommit 
an’ Archie got into ’em like tar. My friend the Cap’t 
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and (I were toyin’ with some chopped egg ay’ anchovy; 
but Tommie an’ Archie set to jn’ finishedethe wb^le 
settin’ oF' those ^gs—four dozen 'of izm. WeU, now 
comes where they thinly the boss i»<on me! Sure as 
ye’re born they tip tfie waiter the wink that I’m a 
new chum, an’ dom’t eat Iioney-birds’ eggs at every 
sittin’, for when the*bill comes they figure in it at seven 
pound four—four dpzen at thirty-six shillin’s a dqzen. 
The Cap’n, grinnin’ like old sin, fhvitcs me to step into 
the lavatory an’*rinse my paws before takin’ coffee an’ 
(jigars, ari' I go. Behind the door he tells me very 
quietly how^ these two ^’acrs have. 4 ;ot' the foreign 
waiter to put this game up in order to see me kick, 
an’ raise a rumpus Vith the management, an’ go on 
an’ break things. ‘Which,’ says he’, ‘is a,little trap 
you’re not goin’ to fall into, Jor il’ve squared the dago 
^waiter to keep the ioke up, an’ you’ll simply pay the 
bill in full without complainin’, an’ dro^ in hero to¬ 
morrow mornin’and get youf money back. See?’ Now 
I call thqf dam decent of the Cap’h ; in fact I’m goin’ 
straight along to the Lowther now to buy his little 
boy a drum. But if you’d ha’ seen the faces of those 
two fellow^ when I paid the bill wiftiout ever screamin’ 
over that seven pound fpjiir-l-wcll > But coqje an’ get 
this drink 1 " * * 

Not to undeceive thp groat genial giant I laughed 
most heartiljr; nevertheless I watched tha papers 
closely for several ds^s, wondefing which «f the 
quartette he wfluid evehttially kill.* 

Although the well-worn growl at the Roman’s prices 
IfSs been swollen intc^a roar,by hundreds of men who 
never paid a bill there, no doubt exists that his tariff 
was a bit stqpp at times. Indeed, I clll to mind an 
occasion on which he and four or five others had been 
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lunching tt^etber. • Itkhad been anybody’s table, ^nd, 
as^yis not infrequeiwly the case, the question of the 
bilr-wBS ultimately submitted to the hazard of the 
gentle flutter, l^was thc.R^man himself who pre¬ 
ssed it, and in*Bie heaven-ofdained order of such 
tilings, it was the Roman who ,got it Then he 
adjusted Jiis pince-nez, glanced in awe at ’some of the 
items, and, completely forgetting Ijimself, roarbd out: 

“,toura-pound eight! For what? What aswind- 
ling prices! Whata hava we ahad for it, I like to 
aknow! Of all w natyoucall ’outa-rageous—a-” 

At this ppint.^ however,‘a roar of unsympathetic 
laughter broke up the Roman’s soliloquy and recalled 
his attention to the fact that he was still in his own 
restaurant. But fere we take le.-we of. thd subject of 
the products of the trees afid vines, let me discourse of 
a certain little fruit supper of Phil May’s. 

Upon an evening in early Spring, Philip strolled 
eastwards down the Strnnd, intent on picking up a 
little character. Nbne can dispute the logic with 
which he chose his covert, for, on the assgmptioi* that 
one can find only when and where another has 
previously lost, thefe n^ust be character by the ton, 
I and characters by thf thousand littering ’London’s 
liveliest Aoroughfare; But tlie Adversary of Good 
Intentions side-tracked Phil. Scarcely had he drawn 
clear of tjje §reat railway station of which a bygone 
poet sang: . 

“The termiflUs of Chan1ii»Cross . • 

1/haunted, when it rains, • 

By Nymphs, who there a shelter seek, 

And wait for mythic traihs ”— 

than he ran inio four good fellows, brothers of the 
brush from the other side of the Atlant’c, who had 
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becyi dining at the Cecil, and ,v^ie now gping north¬ 
westwards to the J'lmpire, in oraer to, so to, speah^ put 
a tail oi, it and make it a completb d''g. It is not in¬ 
frequently done. Ilut they paused ,.0 rally Philip, and 
the original object 6 f their settifig out was soon 
forgotten. All together they crossed the muddy road 
and entered Roma.io’s. 

It w.is over the second, or perchance the third, 
drink that Phil suddenly K-inembered it was a 
Monday night, and th.it, in coiisccpience, there was 
a boxing show at the N'.itiomil Sp-irting. Why not 
jtake the boys along tln'ie? Hi in.ule the geneious 
suggestion to them—generous fur tlie reason that a 
member ordinarily p.iys one guinea a head on his guests 
—and the^ iiutantlj closed with it. Any other night 
would do for the Empire; loiyj to 3 Empire! With 
^ one more round in celebration of having fixed up 
something definite, and with five three ..hilling cigars 
(regardless of the'fact that they would have to be ex¬ 
tinguished at thd ring-side) the cavalcade set out fur 
Covent Garden. Phil it was who p.is-ed first through 
the double rows of ex-prize-fight< rs that line the 
.entrance to out premier boxing tlub on competition 
nights in order th.al iyuicG ut.tl»e elected may enter; 
it was Phil who, ;!ddre.ssing the'littlc gentleman with 
the long moust.achc standing at the turnstile, said: 
“These four gentlemen .are iny^gucsts, Jitpmie,” at 
the .same time pulling out one o£ five fivers is order 
to comply with, the ctnfimitlee’sq'egulations. Hut it 
was *the little gentleman with the long moustache 
"who, looking first aj the banknote and then at its 
owner, remarked; “ Yes, but this is not an ordinary 
night; this^is our big night, guests ire five guineas 
apiece I" 
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Some hcfts wouIAj have flinched and turned b^ck, 
apC^gisin^ to their Abends and disappointing them ; 
other? Ti'Sftht, Irtm Cambronne, standing tall, amidst 
the wreckage oPV^is battalic^ps at Waterloo, have 
uttered one , defiant, dirty woril, and—then tried to 
bargain for a quantity with the aianager; but not 
Phil. Phil, serenely imperturbaWe and unmoved, 
merely drew forth from his breeches pocket the 
remaining banknote^,'■^ind replied : “ All right, take 
for four.” '1 

With rather less than eighty shillings in his lately 
well-lined kirk, l^iilip coiKfii.ctc 1 his Iriends to their 
se.its, .uid, alino-t ,simultancou-.ly. Peggy Bettinson, 
the club manager, entered the ling to .iniiounce a six- 
round conjest between Ginger Iliggs, ot Ball’s Pond, 
and Kid M'Kipp, of Kiii^island, adding, as .seriously 
as though the f.tto of an Itnipire depended on it, 
“ To-<lay, at 'Hw o o’clock, Biggs weighed nine stone 
four, and Kipj) nine stoife five. Biggs is .seconded 
by Jerry Driscoll (cheers), Jim Hifiper, and Arthur 
Guttridge ; and M'Kipp by Jim Goode, Jim Makmey, 
and Bill B.i.xter. I must ask members and tiieir 
friends to kindly ttbst.ijn from smoking during the. 
contest.”^ ' - * 

As the m.imagcr quitted the‘ring by ducking 
under the top rope, the bookies in the south-we.st 
corner oC the n ■cr'jed seats cried out that they would 
“fake»two to one,’’••and M.iy ventured to l.iy twenty 
to ten on M'Kipp? During* the live or six minutes 
taken up by tlie .idjustincnt of the four-ounce gloves 
and the completion of the figli|crs’ toilettes, M'Kipji 
.became an even firmer favourite, .and at the call o 
‘ Time ! ’ he wfes a five-to-two-on chance. Mac’s wa; 
a false reputation, however, for, after three common 
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pla«e rounds in wliich he hrSrfl^ kept.-ahead, the 
Ball’s Pond youth began to scor^, and as die elc^l'ric 
gong sent the men to their corners’ ^’the gnd Sf the 
fourth round there arcre'a pprfe^^ babel of voices 
crying,: “Well, Biggs wins for tenl”—and Phil 
May booked it, twke. 

Then, metaphofically, Phil May’s little cherub 
came down from aloft, and went to assist Goode and 
Maloney in the favourite’s corner. M'Kipp dropped 
his old methods as comiiletcly as a cobra sheds its 
skin. Throwing caution aside he came at his man 
again and again like an infuriated rain, until Mr 
Biggs became so rattled that he didn’t seem to know 
whether he was stfil afoot or on horseback. In a 
trice, or at most a tfice and a half. Ginger Biggs, of 
Ball’s Pond, was lying on the resined canvas-covered 
, boards, and trying in vain to raise his swimmin,g head. 
Poor Mr Biggs of Ball’s Pond ! lie neeei’ed no further 
ocular demonstration of tBe miglity fact that the 
world goes round.’ Nor of any use to him were the 
ten sdconds’ -grace allowed by the rules, so that, as 
the gong commenced ringing a,gain, Jerry Driscoll and 
Arthur Guttridge picked up their fallen principal by 
the knees and armpits, whilst Phil May, wearing his 
most expansive gfin, went round to the bookmaker 
to draw his thirty pounds. 

Now, some men are born to money, some" achieve 
money, while there arc others who can’t hold It fer 
hot rivets. To*the lasf class belo?igs Phil May, and 
t when, “a little later in the evening, he arraigned his 
fl'esh-air party from New Yofk once more before the 
bar of the Cafd Romano, his winnings burdened him- 
horribly. Npt only had he recouped hibseif over the 
twenty guineas’ worth of tickets, but he held a clear 
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tenner of the enewii^’i. Obvious^, the only coyrse 
opus was give a liitle supper to cost ten pounds. 

"IV this, however, his acquaintances demurred. 
They declared th>t they had ^ready done themselves 
tt)0 well at dinft^. !Kcccptii% all this blathering 
protestation for what it subsequcjitly proved to be 
worth, Pbilip called aside Otto, tha then licad waiter, 
and ordered a light little supper for five—one* slice of 
galjmtine or a stufiS-d quail, a gftteau or a bombe 
glaccc, and, for the crowning ^iece of ajl, a magnificent 
fruit salad. Sinh a fruit salad as Cleopatra toade for 
Antony, as .Caljjpso prepjtrcd for Ulysses—aye, a^ 
poor dear old Stiffy Smith used to concoct in th» 
days when nobody ever went to*bcd or thought of 
reckoning money*scriously. • . • 

Otto gravely shook his*head. In March, he said, 
fruit was still rare and expensive. 

" I said noting to you about expense,” said Phil, 
with more finality than usaal. “ M.tke the salad.” 

Ye gods and p)'giRcan unpreserveti sardines! But 
they all swore that a finer fruit salad ne^er graaed a 
table! Hothouse pines there were, mingling their 
delicate juices with* the, seen ted bloo<J of nectarines 
at forty shillings a dazene The baby seeds of tiny 
strawberries strayed over the crimson pulpy surfaces 
of the most exquisite fresh figs, and over all the 
mixture tlje ^orious^odour of the vintages of ’74 and 
1809 hgvered like a,hallowed film. It was the con¬ 
summation of high art; there’wms no other term for it. 


. “ Otto, the bill ? ” 

“Yessaire! T’irty-t’ree poundts twelfe! You say 
’ang expenses. Is zat enough ?” 
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“ po nicely,” sai&> Philip, wi^fjoijt raising an eye¬ 
brow, but feeling about two ^stone lighter ^ain 
feathers., ‘‘ Please tell Mr Romano tl^t I haven’t-, got 
quite enough cash with^mp to settl^fay bill, but here 
are thirty pounds, andtl’ll 'giv<f hiiB*the rest when I 
come in to-morrow^ And now, please, call me a four- 
wheeler.” • 

From'Phil’s last sentence, ordinary and common¬ 
place though it may seem, I,have always thought 
that the irapresfion left upon his mind by that *33 
supper wis that it was thb break-up of a Punch night. 
And by a ‘Punch night’ all persons of cujtivation and 
iJi-stinction—I purposely omit the vulgar and illiterate, 
whose views and feelings count for nothing in these, 
or indeed ii» any may'ers—will undei'-taufl me to refer 
to the weekly gathering at which the staff of our 
charivari fix up the paper for tfie coming week. Phil 
is driven home from these assemblies always by the 
same trusted cabby ; but or> a certain evening of last 
summer this exco’lent arrangeme 4 t was thrown some- 
w'hat, odt o( gear by the ‘ annual cleaning ’ of the 
Punch premises. Phil had been staying at Bourne- 
^mouth, a staid seaside resort so .much to his liking 
that he Is often to be found \here when all other 
coverts have bees dra'^n blank. It was there, by 
the way, that he was located late one autumn while 
the editors of the DuiFy Graphic waited 'patiently for 
a batch of spcci-d sketches fpr their thjistmas 
Number. Qiute posjlWy these, worthy ridacteun 
had exh.iustetl all the ordinary methods for drawing 
.i-copy’ Irom recalcitrant contributors; anyway, as 
Philip came downstairs one* morning and stepped out 
on to the hotel verandah in order tp see what the 
weather wsfs likely to be, six staid old sandwich- 
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boardmen came aloijg jn Indian fife, and, pitchii^ 
immediately A front of Master Philip, exhibited six 
large St!<»rds, e^h . inscribed in twelve-incjj red 
letters: • . 

.“PHit BAY ” 

Not entirety unaccustomed to praftical jokes^ Phil 
smiled, broadly and waved his right hand in ac¬ 
knowledgment, whereupdh the six old men, like so 
many Drury Lane robin redbrfasts in S pantomime, 
hopped round, and displayed their six baclcboards 
bearing the uniforrrrtiiscription 

“DOK’TFORGErTHE 
GRAPHIC AMAS No.!” 

During all that forenoon, wherever Phil May went the 
old boardmen went ‘too. Once—once only—Phil 
approached the leader, and, giving the old ipan half-a- 
crown, intimated that he had taken the reminder to 
(heart and would attend to the matter; but the old 
■ellow replied, with all, possible respect, that he had 
|got his ordtrs.’ At the acccpt?fl hour for luncheon 
Phil went back to the hotel and partook of an Orleans 
plum and a f*esh ci|;ar; but fhe boardmen still 
pursued him. Tennyson’s implacable six hundred 
were* lam\>s comparec^ to this .rhjentless, half-dozen, 
and eventually Philip caved in. He sent the coffae- 
room waiter out to tell them that he would faithfully 
go up to town by the 3.56, add—bejabers I they were 
at the station to sje him off I 
Well, it was from this haven at Boumem&uth that 
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Philip came to the Punch diiMaV'which ^as not in its 
usual place, but at the Holborn Restaurants 'On 
leamiRg this from the sergednt/'doorkeep^^ Phil 
strolled away westwa,' d • but, his, cabman, who drove 
up about two hours'later, was niuch more disturbed. 
If the guv’nor hadn’t been seen into a cab on the spot, 
he contended, thure was no telling where l.e mightn’t 
call in’on the way, and the probability was that he’d 
take some finding. Conseqirjrftly the faithful se-vitor 
pulled across ‘.he way and began his long search by 
calling''at the ‘ Cheshire Cheese.’ Here ‘ half of old 
Burton ’ went straighr ‘ to the spot, but in other 
respects the call was unproductive. On then the 
cabby went by ea'oy stages to various literary haunts, 
imbibing kt some but disdaining ofhers, till he reached 
the Holborn. The old feJlow pulled round the corner 
from Little Queen Street just in time to see his 
cherished ‘ fard ’ telling the driver of t. natty hansom 
to go straight to St Johri’s Wood, barring making a 
call at Verrey’^' on the way. Promptly the retainer 
laid claim *0 his guv’nor, and the guv’nor as loyally 
paid off the hansom and entered the growler. A man 
may be considerably less thfin a‘hero to his valet, but 
to his regular cabman he'is a mere chattel. 

Much later it was when that four-wheeler drew into 
the kerbstone in front of Phil’s garden wall, and the 
cabby, dozing with one eye, dog-fashion,-'attled with 
his whip-handle on the offside windows as a sort of 
‘ hcre-we-arc again ’ to his fare. But Phil was dozing 
with both eyes and slumbered peacefully on. The 
son of Jehu, distinctly the worse for wear and waiting, 
and far too wise to descend from his box, allowed a 
reasonable time for his passenger to alight, and then, 
with a muttered “Goo’ ni’, sirl” whipped up his 
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horse and drove h^frge to his y^srd at Kensal ^lise. 
©npe th^J, with the yard gate swinging to and • 
closing on its <^n account, the worn-out driver merely 
unbuckled the breeching unhitched the traces 
«nd his steed walked ^luntanly into its stall. Then, 
taking his rfig and his whip into tjie house with him, 
the licensed coachman sought his^own pallet, and all 
was quiet. • 

Jtstiniate for yohnsplf then, however roughly and 
perfunctorily, the angry astonishm(|it of Phil May, 
R.I., on being rudely awakeVicd at daybreak or there¬ 
abouts by receiving full in«the face a steady jet of iCe- 
cold water projected from a rubber hose, 

“ Hi! what the—^— ” »• 

The door, into which the slidgig window had been 
but half (fropped, opened*instantIy, and the earliest of 
the cab-washers, peering inside, blurted out in amaze¬ 
ment : , • * 

“ Lordlummy! An’ biowed if <t ain’t old Harry’s 
Wens’d’y reg’lar, tdb! ” • 

Yet, when one is really sleepy, eigh^t hdur* in a 
fourwheeler arc not to be despised. And now if I 
momentarily put ^in obliterating paper-weight over 
the small card of. (Ar/d,which forms the* ‘ scenario ’ 
from wfiich these stories afe being constructed in 
order to tell you just one more little anecdote of dear 
old Phil4,can you seriously blame me? He is such 
a syippathetic ‘ su^’ect ’: his multifarious adventures 
run so smoothly oije into anpotjjier. /Vjjd this incident 
originated at*the Savage Club. • 

The late lamented Henry J^^ames Byron used to 
say that any member Tound guilty of paying his 
subkription ^ the Savage Club for two consecutive 
years was eligible for Colney Hatch, 0 Ut as I have 
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neither 'the honour.iior the inclination to belong to 
,this ^hospitable tribe,' I cannot ^ay'how tHs may be^ 
In any case its entertainment committee^ made a 
somewhat stupid blunder on the occas^n of the Duke 
of Teck’s visit to the.ilub iprthe summer of’94. 
Fearing that the usual happy-go-lucky entertainment 
which ordinarily forlows the Saturday house-dinner 
might offend the Dukc, its organisers cut it out bodily, 
and in its place arranged one of those shuddcrsoraely 
refined affairs that are supposed 'to be meat and drifik 
to the giddy subhrbanite, when, dressed up till he can 
scarcely sit down, he takes Hilda to the local 
Athenaeum. .You know the sort of"-thin‘g I mean. 
Tne orgie is opened by two unknown somebodies 
fighting the piano to a finish and calling it a duet, 
and is continued-indefinitely by the yawping •■of ballads 
the music of which is anything but Al, whilst the 
r/ords are about Z9. 

For some time the Duke smiled politely, as though 
regarding it all as a sort of after-dinner hoax, but as 
the programme dragged its dreadful length along, and 
item succeeded item, the awful truth became too 
■manifest to disguise, and the poor Duke gazed hope¬ 
lessly roupd at ■the door as though looking for a 
rescuer to come along .and throw him a 'ife-line. 
The committee saw that look and recognised the 
necessity for doing something. The committee, 
figuratively, went through the club 'and dug Wt Phil 
May. Would he, like ..a good ftllow, go on' and 
tighten the thing Op a bit ? Phil "Ji^as unable to say 
' No,’ that word not being in his vocabulary; he 
Simply asked for somef black chalks and a drawing- 
board and blandly faced the music. 

Now the direct line of succession to Uie crown had 
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fu*: beerii strengthened, and, by the same token, the 
Duke liad juA betn made a grandfather byrthe birth 
of Prince Edward A^ert| stiU never a Savage that 
gazed grinmngly on as Phil’s'deft fingers outlined a 
grotesque and squalling infant, dressed in long clothes 
and grabbing a feeding-bottle, im:»gined for an instant 
thaf the delineator would dare to.pull the Dbke’s leg 
on the subject. Another ten seconds, however, put 
the matter beyond all doubj:, for, as itie artist finished 
the ludicrous figure, he surmounted it,.iif about a 
dozen strokes, b'i the PrinCe.of Wales’ plumes! 

The Duke was positively convulsed with laughtor. 
Placing his hands to his sides«*he lay back in his 
chair and^ fairly* shook, while the Savagds, recovering 
their good spirits, siiqpljf roared. Phil’s hit was the 
best thing of its kind that ever happened under % 
roof, since it completely turned the title of the evening. 

Newsboys were cryinjJ their vAres in the bright 
Sunday sunshine in the Strand‘as the Jast two 
members to leave the Savage walked, slowly* along 
Adam Street. One was Phil May; the other was a. 
celebnated biscuif-ma^er who has, lon^ been a 
millionaire. And, gazing qt the glorious sky, the 
big biscuit man said that it did iseem like doing a 
wicked thing to go home to bed. So it did. Why 
not, suggested the.cheery knight of the heart cakes, 
t^ke a nice cold tub and a cjup of something at the 
Charing Cross Hotel, whilst Iwo cabs go and fetch 
some other cfothes and a third drives up to the Stables, 
and orders the mail-phaeton fv ten o’clock to drive 
.down to Richmond for lunch ? 

“ Don’t se* why not,” assented Phil, and four 
hansoms were whistled up. Two of them having 
been sent in que.st of light suits and clean linen, and 
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' a third to order up the equipage, Phil and 'he licensed- 
victualler’s baker got into the fourth and" drov? to 
Charing Cross. ^ 

And now permit me to pu^ the clock forward by 
about four hours and to lead you through the passages 
of the Star and Garter at Richmond, and out on to 
the beautiful garden terrace that overlooks the valley 
of the winding Th 4 mes. It was still somevvhat'too 
early for lunch, ^nd the smart and sensible people who 
“ Remember the Sabth day for to keep it highly," as 
Kttle Johnnie rendered the Third Commandment, were 
(jnly just afriving; but Ihcre was line distinguished 
g'. "at already on *bc terrace, gating meditatively at 
the boats or the water far below. 11 was the Duke 

% 4 . 

of Teck. On hearing foots'eps behind him, the Duke 
turned round, and, recognising Phil, greeted him 
most cordially ; whatever Phil’s reply may have been 
it is immaterial to the story. Then there came a lull 
in the conversation, which the biscuit-man broke up 
with the'obviously sensible inquiry : 

“ Phil, wha’ d’yer say to a bottle o’ P. J. ? An’ 
p’raps yer friend—I didn’t catch his name—will do 
*us the honour b’ joinin’ us ? ” 

Inasmuch as the hosjHtable fellow started-then and 
there for the buffet of the hotel, there was nothing 
for it but to follow him, which Phil an'' the Duke 
accordingly did. It was as the wifle was being poured 
out by a tall apd statejy .-barmaid that Phil turned to 
the Duke with: 

“ Permit me, sir, to introduce my friend ; Mr-, 

the Duke of Teck.” 

The Duke bowed most courteously, but the biscuit- 
man only gfared in amazement. He liad been a late 
arrival at the Savage on the previous night and had 
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not encountered thtf club’s guest. "And now, comiAg 
face'to face«^h a real Duke, alive and in the meat, 
thus suddenly, ^ rattled him that for several seconds 
he did not notice the t^isiti;ig»card which the Duke 
proffered him. WTien, finally, he saw the pasteboard, 
he grabbed it ungracefully, and in aavkward confusion 
ran his hands through all his pockets in* a fruitless 
searcji for his own card-case. ^ * 

“Damn that feller teskins!" he growled, as pocket 
after pocket was drawn blanl^; “ I shalf hand him the 
order o’ the boot as soon as I get home. Phil’, remind 
me to sack him, \^ill yer? ijtell yer, yer lordship—1 
mean yer royal highness—I pay my man biggei 
wages than many a prince o’ the«Slood, yet he can’) 
valet a geijtlemah for nuts! Ak, what’s‘this—no- 
no bet! Here—I hav,e ft—Miss, gi’ me a penny 
abernethy biscuit.’’ 

The girl siftiled scornfully, but eSamplied. Then 
the merry tradesman grifobed thd floury disc from 
the glass dish-cover m which the gir> presented it and 
read aloud the inscription stamped upon it • 
“There, that's my name, yer royal highness—the 
second one. If yef dop’t mind acceptin’ this in lieu 

of a card-’’ • , 

And, (determined that it shcJuld be so, he grabbed 
the left front of the Duke’s frock-coat, and, pulling it 
open, stuffSS the tiscuit forcibly into the Duke’s 
breast-pocket 1 • ^ 

Ducal is as ducal does, ^nd Teed* accepted the 
stodge with princely obsequiousness; but suppbsing 
he had been run down by a fly as he strolled 
down Richmond Hill, what a story the society gossips 
might have spun round a Royal Duke found dead 
with a penny abernethy in his pocket. 



tHAPTER III. 

Judicial sapience on trial—Ch.<-lic Head’s tame Count—The Jubilee 
Jugj^ins bets in ‘ready'—A ‘skinner’ at old (lo<><lwood— 
Dalhani’s Chesterfield Cuj)_ -Shillelagh’s Hunt Cup—Attila makes 
atonement—Shifter reaps the benefit—Of Charlie Ilead’s gratitude 
to heaven !—Old ^om Jennings bars llonovan—Donovan is beaten 
in the Guineas—The cucumber coolness of Tom Cannon—I>j»d 
Suffolk waxer epigra-amatic—A memory of Cremprne’s Derby— 
John Percival plays Ihcr Rabbit—Rut i.>> brought to lx>ok—No 
confidence, no sympathy !—The levelling inrtucnces of the Turf— 
The Duchess of Montrose and the card-sellers—How the Duchess 
learned of (lay Hermit’s defeat— I essay the breaking of Tattersall’s 
—^Jockeys* mounts -~A harebiaine<l synilira'e—-At Leicester races— 
Archer wins on ’’auic—An anguished settlement—A rabid syste- 
matUian and—His demur reaort, 

“ Never take a cheque from a bookmaker! ” 

The imbecility of such a resolution takes precedence 
of that of a pet lamb in, a travelling circus threatening 
to bite the tiger; yet, word for word, this sapient 
observation fell from the lips of Mr Justice Grantham, 
sitting at the Suffolk Assizes at Ipswichi' Tt was one 
of the favourite axioms of the late Captain Jaipes 
Octavius Maohell that “ No matter how clever an 
owner may be, the jockeys will beat him ”; and it is an 
equal certainty that the enduring sovereignty ol 
“ Six-to-four-the-field ” will beat ninety-nine backers 
out of a hundred in the long run. ^’lungers of all 
sizes will ever receive a ready welcome from the Ring. 

t* 
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T«ie, soi^^oads are fatter than others, but from the' 
viewpcJint of (fee stork all are alike. Be they noble¬ 
men or fRh-porters-^nd pne of these waged serious 
•war with Tattcrfell’s some twenty years ago, betting 
in ‘ ready ’ ^nd carrying bank-nqtcs to the value of 
thousands inside the lining of hispid elefth hat—‘the 
book’ invariably swallows them at the finish—if 
thej' are game enou|jh ^o stay for that consummation. 
For, be it observed, some of them dp not —to wit, a 
certain Austriar Count who, once upon a time, used 
to plunge wjth the late laraepted Charlie ^Head. Inoj 
many weeks a strong tide of good luck carried the 
Count upon its crested waves afld he touched up 
Head’s book to ^ pretty figure; Jaut tliprcf came along 
a Newmarket Second Ottober in which the proud 
Austrian got it where the bottle got the cork.. 
According tc^ Charlie’s settling-book, all his strayed 
thousands came back tc» roost that week, bringing 
many others along ^ith them, joint^acts which caused 
Charles to be more than usually gracigus whan, by 
accident, he met the Count in High Street, New- . 
market, on the Saturday morning. , 

“ Ah, my dear Count,” .cried Head, with* his most 
courtly Ilow, “ I was just about to take a glass of wine 
before travelling to London. Will you do me the 
honour o^^joining me?” 

“ Vij plaisir, viz qiooch plaisir,” replied the Count 
ra*ost cheerily; theji adding V a distinctly graver 
tone, “ But 6h*l my dear Mistaire Head, you hafsoot , 
heard, I presume, of ze mos’ dreadful blow which has 
befallen me ? Ah, eet is mos’ shocking 1 ” 

’ “ Dear me I fount,” exclaimed Head, acting beauti¬ 
fully, “ not a domestic blow, I hope?” 

“Veil, vhat you call ‘do-mestic’ I do not know,” 
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t replied the noble, shrugging his shoulder^- “ but I haf 
Taken ze Knock I ” 

And that is one of the few points in which'the 
backer has a distinct advantage over the bookmaker. 
For when a bookmaker takes the knock he must 
either leave off eating or take to welshing. When a 
plunger runs amucK it is entirely different. To the 
absence of his accou.it from the corner on Monday he 
supplements a half-hearted piO'mise to give ’em a bit 
as soon as he gits some; in the meantime he proposes 
tc go into the big ring and bet ‘ ready.’ Fifteen years 
kgo there was a good but foolish* fello'w who, not 
satisfied at dissipating a quarter of a million in 
gambling, actually wrote a novel in order to explain 
how he achieved his" own ruin. This bo<?k literally 
breathed contrition in every page, and even wound up 
' with the statement that, if ever the writer should 
possess money again, his experienced in the past 
would be found to have proved .highly advantageous 
to him. • Yet the book was no sooner out than its 
author was biowing-in his profits in the old sweet way 
in Tattersall’s Ring. Up he came to Dick Dunn—Dick 
who has s.uch a'ready nomenclature for all customers. 
“ What price Grey wqM, Dick ? ” ^ 

“ Tens, ready—eights, trust.” 

“Twenty to two,” responded the erstw{iile plunger, 
forking out his couple. * 

“Twenty to two, Gr.eywell,” chortled Dunn'to his 

clerk. “ and thfe ‘numUfer is-” * Here he raised his 

eyes from the tickets in his right hand and gazed for a 
second at the young Aan, continuing—“ Good Lord 1 — 
and the number is Two Hundred an’ Fifty Thou’ 
in Two Years!"—which was the title of the spend¬ 
thrift’s book. 
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3 ^^king tha^nock Js happily—I say happily because 
am pf a soft-n^artcfi disposition and hate to hear of 
inybody being eithei^ ‘ knocked' or ‘ hammered ’; 
D«rsonally I would not speak unkindly to a stuffed 
aarrot—of gftater rarity to-day than was the* case 
1 quarter ,of a century ago. The attenuated Forfeit 
Lists prove that. Yet one never hears the bookies do 
mytlTing but grumbte, a circumstance which tempts 
me to reproduce a page o*f poor Charlie Head’s Good- 
wood book of ’74,. now, 1 rejdlce to say, for the sake 
of the memories it awakens, in my possession. 


GOODWOOD, i 87 j.< 
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Goodwood, 1874.—Chesterfield Cv ^^’ anftnuea . 
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Goodwood, 1874.—Chesterfield Cup— continuect . 
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To spare the middle-aged reader a vexatious effort 
of memory and t(je youthful the trouble of reference, 
I here ‘ present,’ as Mr Charles Frohftian would say, 
the official return of th^ race: • 


The Chesterfield Cup (handicap) value 300 sov. by subscription 
of 15 sov. each, with 100 sjv. added, the surplus to the winner; 
pven Course, a mile and a quarter (57 subs.—9^5/.). • 

Mr T. Smith’s Dalham, by Cathecfralpj yrs., 5st. i alb. Mills I 
Mr JohnstoRe’s b. c. by Blinkhoolie, out of Miss Hawthorn, 

3 yrs., 6st. 2lb.|.Thompson 2 

Sir F. Johnstoon’s Flower of Dorset, 4 yrs., yst. I2lb. 

• Newhouse 3 

Mril. BB-d’s Lowlander, 4 yrs., lost Tib. . . Morris - 

Mr R. N. Batt’s Thorn, ^yrs., qst 7 lb. * . *1. Osbmne - 

Mr Lefevre’s ManJlle, 6 yrs., qst. 4 lb. . . . Fordham 

Mr A. C. Barclay’s Bertram, 5 yrs., qst. ♦ . . Jewitt - 

Ld. Rosebery’s Aldrich, 3 yrs., 8lt. . . . Constable - 

Mr Somerville’s Tichbome, 4 yrs., ysL ylb.. . Mordan - 

Ld. Wilton’s NapoUtain, 5 yn., yst. 61 b. . , • Glover - 
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Capt. Cooper’s Marechal Niel, 3 yrs.,-751. 4lb. . H. Covey - 
Mr Merry’s Danielf3 yrs., yst. 41b. . . . A. Woo^ - 

Mr Wallace’s Hesslecicn, 4 yrs., yst. jIb. iT Morbcy - 
Ld. Palniouth’s Blanclicfleur, 3 yrs,, 6st. I2lb. ,.F. Archer - 
Ld. Calthorpe’s Mohicjn (Ute Chitgachgook), . 

3 yrs., 6st. 81 b..W. Cl.ay' - 

Mr W. S. Ciirlwripht’s Victoria Alexandra, 4 ^rs., 6st. Major - 
Mr F. Fisher’s Alexandra, 3 yrs., gst. lolb.. . C. Archer - 

iooto3oagst. i>.a])i)luain, 5 to 1 agst. IShanrhclleur, 7 to i 
each agst. Ber'rani and Mohic.-n, 100 to 12 agst. Thom, 
12 to I each agst. Flower - f Dorset and Tichbotne, 20 to 
I each agflt. Mandle, D.miel, .ind Miss Hawthorn colt, 25 
to I each agst. Aldnch, Victoria Alexandra, and Dalhani, 
and 33 to I agst. Lnnlantler. Won by a length, two 
lengdis between the second and tuiid. 

If there is one thing that will strike the careful 
reader sodner than another it will .surely be that the 
vivacious Charles perfor'incd the highly satisfactory 
operation known as skinning the lamb. He had 
;f238o, los. field money on his book, and never wrote 
the winner's name! Many other beautiful deductions 
—including how Mr John Foy nearly brought off a good 
thii.g with.thc Miss Hawthorn colt; how Lprd Rose¬ 
bery was second only to Johnnie Gideon in getting 
points over th,e odds; how Sir V.''illiam Milner had his 
bit on a dead 'un—may be charitably left to the 
meditative; but it should not pass unnoticed how 
Head, in two instances, covered himself at a profit 
because that was a feature of the great game at which 
he had no parallel. The most, cursory glance at the 
figures will show hepv lie took twelve tenners Bertram 
crJ. K. Ingham, and laid Prince Soltykoff ten; anc 
how, after laying tlie Squire of Blankney four ponie; 
Blanchefleur, he instantly turned and took five tenner: 
back of John Robinson. ^ 

But I would give a still more striking instance 0 
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Charles’s grand ^tassMn this direction. In the Royal 
Hunt Cuffc Ascot in ’88 (eleven months before his ‘ 
death) he maro a book for Attila and backed it for 
the ownerf By the Aardest 'luck in the world Attila 
Was beaten by a* neck by Shifielagh. The colt was, 
however, still in the High Weight Handicap run on 
the Friday, and, as soon as the n;imber/went up for 
that race, Charles set the market,^the cream 'of which 
he^proposed present^ to skim, by offering seventy to 
forty on the field, and tw<^ bar At^la. Up to this 
time no other bookmaker—‘ Perishers’ Head was very 
fond of calling tli^ when thpy hung back—had mads 
an offer, but the instant that Charles, getting no re^ 
sponse to his first offer, opened*6ut to, "Well, two 
hundred to one hn the field ? ’’ h« was shdt for it from 
the enclosure. Then, and ftnly then, did the ‘perishers ’ 
come out with “ The field a hundred, the field a, 
hundred! ’’ At this the wily Charles affected some 
surpri.se. “ No, no,’^ said ‘fie, pretehding to be huffed, 
“not while I have a pound in the*bank will I stand 
i/iat! Here,” raising his voice to its highest* pitch, 

“ iivo monkeys to one on the field ; now, then. I’ll see. 
what you’re made of!” , ^ 

The bait took instantly«n(J completely. “With one 
accord the ‘gullish herd,’ to borrow* a pet phrase from 
the sporting editor of Tmth, jumped to the conclusion 
that Attila'’was a vyong ’un and that Charles had got 
it to Jay against; Jjie. of all ^others, had never been 
known to pepper a* horse without goad reason. The 
hint was enoilgh. Immediately offers of “A huftired. 
to forty on the field 1 ” rang out on every side and— 
were as promptly snapped up by a dozen of Head’s 
agents who ^ad been expressly ‘put in’ for that 
particular purpose. Attila won in a* canter, and 
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Charlie Head, by thiowing away that two hundred, had 
, drawn in about six thousand ! 

And here do I take leave to make a/^light digres¬ 
sion in ''memory of th;s sel%ime Char'ie Head. 
Before me lies a letter of hi’s, dated “ Monte Carlo, 6th 
March. 1887,” and addressed to Shifter. For some 
years Shifter„the most hapless wight at backing horses 
that ever nodded to-a fielder, had been in Head’s book 
for a much larger sum than he coirld ever have heped 
to have in his possession all a“one time. But this In 
no way interfered with Charlie’s fondness for the little 
man; on the contrary, I think that he deplored the fact 
I'ather more-than Shifter did. Fdi in this kindly 
e'pi-stle Head, after, telling with no little force of the 
terrible earthquakes which had just, then rent and 
shaken Monte' Carlo‘to itg very foundatiens; after 
describing how it felt to be “ suddenly awakened out 
of a deep sleep, tq feel an unseen enemj;- grasping us 
in a terrible grip anj;! seekip," to shake every atom of 
life out of us ; to witness the pale faces of poor help¬ 
less women, as well as brave men, who did their ut¬ 
most to give Confidence, yet not knowing what was to 
'follow ” ; concludes with, “ My chequered life has now 
had added, to it a series of earthquake experiences 
from which I have enrv?iged safely, but, I pm not 
ashamed to confess, shaken. Ani> -IN GRATITUDE 
FOR THESE BENEFITS I CORDIALLY AGREJE TO WIPE 
OUT THAT OLD SCORE FROM MY SLATE, AND LET 
BYGONES BE BYGONES." . 

Shifter read "this Iditer to a select .gathering in 
'Romano’s amidst loud and long cheers, for, as he 
very sagely observed, One more earthquake and we 
shall ail be back in the ring again.” 

But, barking back to the Attila coup, the ‘ perishers ’ 
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wq^e even more consumrhately puzzled, I remember, 
in the spring, when, seemingly without 

reason or provocation, Ijare oldj John Percival got up 
iil^ the ring at Neji’inarket and •strenuously opjjosed 
one of the hottest Guineas favourites that ever ran 
over the Rowley Mile, to wit, Donovan. • 

In those halcyon days (for it is‘unfortunately no 
secret, that the life’s'sa\ ings of J( 5 hn Percival have 
since? been swept away from him by a series of events 
entirely disconnected with tlib turf, anif so s^fangely 
luckless that the average reader would flatly discredif 
them. Happily thS old sporf.sman, now*clo,se on 
seventy-seven, supixirts his reverses, with the most 
enviable philosopbj^) John kept his lodgings at New¬ 
market, and«n mo.st nights,was joined at dinner by 
the same old friend, Mr Thomas Jennings the elder, far 
more generallycallcd ‘ Old Tom Jennings.’ Never were 
there, surely, sucTi merry litt'a dinners as the.se 1 For 
each old boy had a kei!n appreciation pf the humorous 
in life, and each could put away a bottle of whigky 
and still go to roost with a clear head. On this par¬ 
ticular eve of the Two Thousand, then, when the 
decanters had been substituted for the dfthes, and the 
parlour-miyd had grouped tlfe, tuqiblers, and the 
cigar-boxes, and the soda-water bottles as seriously 
and silently as a scene-shifter at Covent Garden 
setting the second act of Lucia, the veterans came 
straight ^o the suhjeA of ‘ the first of the classics,’ 
and especially tq the chance of tAe favourite. Noiv, 
the Duke of Portland’s beautiful Jiay colt Donovan 
had been an exceptionally* firm favourite for the 
Derby all through the winter, and now, on April the 
9th, he stood at b«t S to 4 for that race, a«d at the 
famine price of 100 to 30 for the Guineas. In reality 
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the colt had met with about as much genuine opposi¬ 
tion as is usually accorded the indivic^l who is called 
in to shave a corpse; ip the v^hacular qf the fcourse 
the race was all ove» bar shouting. Imagine, there¬ 
fore,- the surprise, if not the consternation, of John 
Percival wlicn Jennings, bringing his fist down upon 
the table with jf bang that caused the tUmblers to 
jingle together, exclaimed conelusively: 

“ Mark my \yords, John, ifd^onovan wins the Guineas 
to-mori;ow afi^irnoon, I ^nall turn up training, sell my 
feousc and furniture, and leave Newmarket! ” 

Buckle has said that the abilKy to predict conse¬ 
quences is the.ljighest and ripest form of human 
wisdom, and so great was Percival’s faith in the judg¬ 
ment of his did friend thgt, “ his not to mgke reply, his 
not to reason why,” he simply smoked on in meditative 
silence. His intelligent nostrils had divined the odour 
of a rodent, but had nol, yet classified it. Jennings, 
feeling perhaps, that so drastic a condemnation was 
op^n to misconstruction, presently added: 

“ Mind you, John, tlie stable is as sweet as sugar on 
the horse and thinks defeat impossible; but I’m an 
old soldier and make good use of my eyes. Not only 
is the /torse fat, but,, damme I the jockey's fat as well; 
and if t/iat combination can win a Two Thousand, 
then it’s time I got out of the business!” 

The unfitness of Fred Barrett, poor fellow, to which 
Mr Jennings alluded, ,had less? to do with mere adi¬ 
posity than “with Kigh rolling.' To^many of us not 
hopelessly sunk in^the sordid vice of money-grubbing, 
sudden success seems to call for sudden relaxation, 
and even occasional indulgence in the jamboree is. not 
a good thing for a fashionable li^t-weight jockey. 
(Nor, for that matter, is jamboree a good dictionary 
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word. Buti should -yo* fail to fincT it in Johnson or 
Wibstcr, b^g^d enough to consider that, like James 
Whitcomb Riley, wlw dubbed the domestic hen a 
‘settin’ovijlhrang,’ I nave psffoi med a distinguished 
service to the vocabulary.) 

John Pcrci\ral pondered long and» seriously over old 
Jennings’,word.s, long after that wortliy hSd returned 
to Lagrange House; and he went to bed with his mind 
up. 

On the fateful afternootNjnch followed, the field for 
the Guineas consisted of Mr Abington's Pioneer, Mr 
Hamar B.ass’*5 Ma Jlellc colt, ^.ord Br.adford’s Swift,, 
Mr Gretton’s Miguel, Mr Jennings’ (jeorge, Mr. 
Milner’s Homely, Piincc SoltykoffinGold, Mr Douglas 
Baird’s Ivnthusi.ftt, and the inij^'ity Dpribvan—nine 
runners. Tlie only cry thaf arose Iroin the ring was 
the familiar “Ten to one bar one!” with which race¬ 
goers arc familjjir when speculation h:is virtually dried 
up. In monotonous cadenA the dffcr was bellowed 
again .and again, untif a few adventm-ous spirits were 
tempted to make a cockboat of Pioivier on* the 
off-chance of anything happening to the favourite. 
It was during a brief lull in this spiritless dealing 
that John Percival opened ,bis chest and roared 
out: • • • 

“ I’ll take nine thousand to two, once.” 

Several of the swells within earshot in the Jockey 
Club ej;iclosure turne^ round in astonishment, whilst 
Percival’s brother ‘ {jprishers’• g^ed aj^him in open- 
mouthed confusion of thought. Vvhat could possibly 
be amiss with the favourite wiSiout all the world 
knowing of it ? Three or four gentlemen approached 
Percival at once, but it was Sir Humphrey de TrafTord 
who made the fli-st inquiry. * 
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“Will you take four tho'jsand to a thousand, 
Percival?” he asked. . ^ 

“ I’ll ^plit the difference with you, Jnr Hur.iphrey,” 
replied John; “say four and a IJuarter?” 

“ I’ll lay it to you! ’’ and Pcicival of Pantou 
Street wrote down looo—4250. Other wagers at the 
same odds- instantly followed, and were still being 
taken with avidity when the ringing of the electric 
bell announced the start. To give, in any book of 
sporting reminiscences, b'’!^ a condensed description 
of a race of the importance of the Two Thousand is, 
I am well aware, contrary to all precedent, but a 
righteous writer regardeth the life of his reader. 
Though many supposed experts described it at the 
time as a fast-run race, its record .stands out as the 
worst, bar three, in histoiy. George made running, 
in the centre, from Gold, Miguel, and Donovan, with 
Enthusiast, ridden by that model ,of quiet self- 
possession, Tom Cannoh, lying last. During the 
next two furlongs George 'dropped back, and 
Enthusiast, gteadily overhauling six of his opponents, 
took third place. As they raced past the Bushes, 
Gold was seen to be in trouble, and, shortly afterwards. 
Swift ertfeked; not that anybody cared one fig about 
such trifles. Coming-to the top of the hill'Donovan 
forced his way to the front, but both he and his 
jockey appeared to be blown, whereas Cannon, on 
Enthusiast, had now passed Miguel and got to the 
favourite’s girths. It was no foif to one on Donovan 
naw ! A few seconds more, seconds in which hearts 
stood still and the oiily sound that broke the tension 
of the awful silence was thi: crack of the whip on the 
favourite’s quarters, and Tom Cannon, timing His 
supreme effort to the psychological'instant, got up 
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aad won by the distance he dearly loved — a 
head. • * . i 

Of what followed tRe imaginative can judge; and 
yfX Tom Cannon# as he slipptti from the saddle in 
the Birdcage,«nd, with a quiet ‘ Whoa, lad,’ unbutkled 
his horse’s girths, retained his placidity and was alone 
unmoved. The late Mr John Coiftyns Cole^iainted 
an immortal picture‘of Tom Canhon in fifty words 
whAi (on a later occasioi.-J^ie wrote : i‘ The triumphs 
of the racecourse—the close finish,* the «roar ot 
thousands of voices, the hearty congratulations—all 
this is doubtless ffll by the calm, collecftd-looking 
man who rides back* to the dooi^ •f the weighing- 
room with no li;jht of battle in^his eye or flush ot 
victory on IWs cheek; but h» makes no sign.” 

What particular strife? agitated Jupiter and Venus 
and Mars and Uranus, and all the rest of the planets 
on that date, onTy Heaven and David Christie Murray 
may know, but it was'indeed a day qf disaster on the 
racecourse. For Donovan missed a moral ceftajfity, 
Fred Barrett lost a winning mount in the Derby (the 
black and white jaejeet passing to Tommy Loates), 
and, as the sun was setting, Robert* the Devil, a 
Derby winner, was dying, (iir aj Lord Suffolk 
observed when the Duke of Portland won the race 
that Immediately followed the*(>uineas (a private 
sweepstakes of 300 ^ovs.) with Ulva: 

“•Providence sees hit egregkiiJs error and hastens to 
repair it” , I * ^ 

Pray, what did you observe, sir 1 Robert the Devil 
did not win the Derby ? Then, sir, with all respect I 
join issue with you. Did you see the race ? Are you 
quite certain th«t, having been privileged to be a 
witness of that memorable struggle, you were not at 
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the actual moment helping a iady to some pigeon/>ie 
or something ? You, who call yourself a racing man, 
too! ■ , / ' 

But perhaps the most amusing evidence of tl<e 
irrepressible optimism of the human mind is supplied 
by the adnenture of John Percival with the late Lord 
Dudley. His lonlship, meeting John in Piccadilly on 
an afternoon in May 1872, casually asked what price 
the backers lyero tal^iiitj^about Cremornc for the 
Derby. , Now* the veering odds on forthcoming 
events were not then, as now, published hour by 
hour; the world, indeed, got sutli news mostly on 
Saturdays. Bcaripg this fact well in mind, John 
(whose wonderful iiene never deserts him ; he might 
safely be backed to juyjp a rainbow i'' somebody 
would steady it for him I replied that four to one was 
about the proper price ; lucre was a ton of money for 
the horse. Eu tiie old boy had that very 

afternoon coverpd some money at sevens; but, in 
racing; the largest plums do not fall to the honest 
threc-shilliiig labourer who drags the granite roller up 
and down the Straight Mile for ten hours at a stretch, 
and than goCs home so Isilled up that he seems to 
walk on all fours, nearly so frcriucntly as to, the brain¬ 
worker who has breakfasted with the owner of the 
horse that whips round when the webbing flies up and 
then comes in eleventh. ' 

“Very well, PerciiSal,” said “Lord Dudley,' “ I will 
Jake you four monWiys.'’ , 

From that time (until Derby Day Percival did not 
set eyes on Lord Dudley. At Epsom, however, just 
as the numbers were going up for the great race, -his 
lordship c^ne down the steps of the Jockey Club Stand 
and stood gazing at the long line of shouting fielders. 
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“ Good day, m'lotd,”^cried Percifal; “ what flo you 
WKint to do ? , 

" Nothin! nfsch, PMcival,” answered Lord Dudley, 
languidly, ‘*though a’lady asked me to put fifty 
sounds on Marslwl Bazaine for her. What will you 
lay?” 

“ A thousand to fifty, ray lord,” replied John, giving 
the price an affectionate squeeze a^ usual. , 

“ All right, put it down.” • 

The result of that D>.:;by is anciqpt history now. 
Cremorne (Maidment) won, Couronne? de i(Jer (Tom 
Chaloner) .was second, jind Queen’s Messenger 
(French) third. I if those good old times* the Derby' 
settling at Tattersalfs occupied t\^cvclays, the Monday 
and the Tuesday; but one of the earlicsl; arrivals on 
the Monday afternoon \\»s Lord Dildlcy’s private 
secretary, who drove tip to ‘ The Corner ’ in a smart 
brougham and^ met Percival in the little office where' 
horses and carriages sold aVauctioa are ‘ cleared.’ 

“ Now, Mr Percifal,” said the .urbane secretary, 
pulling out his pocket-book, “ Lord Dudley Ijas to 
pay you fifty pounds over a horse c.afled Marshal 
Bazaine, I believe?.” 

"Perfectly correct, sir*” replied John'of the wonder¬ 
ful nervf, feeling in his very .bones that something 
unusual was about to happen and, metaphorically, 
putting a curb-bit on his emotions. 

“Then that will*be it,” continued the secretary, 
withdfawing a roll oT fresh haifk-notes from his wallet 
and peeling off five tenners. I 
Ye Gods on high Olympus II His lordship, then, 
always somewhat eccentric and forgetful, had clean 
forgotten his four monkeys about the winner. In 
Fercival's situeltion no man could have l^pt absolute 
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silence; the safety-Valve of speeclj had to be opened. 
So John observed, as he foldea up the notes : 

“ His lordship is very well, I hope ?” ^ 

“ Veiy well indeed, sir,” answered tthe affable 
officer. . , 

“ I am rejoiced to hear it; long may he remain so!" 
responded JPercival with the illogical spontaneity of 
the courtiers of then Old Testament, who never received 
a royal benefit without singing' out, “O king^ live 
for ever!” Cliarging the^fcourteous employi ^rfith 
many respectfe! messagcif to his lordship, John bade 
hkn good day; and after a bottle of the best that the 
'little house-round in Mi’intpelier Sfreet afforded, went 
home in two hans^ims. 

Then Aspot, that strangely variegated mi.xture of 
women and horses, o*f gragp and vulgarity) came and 
passed away, followed suit by* the blistering ‘July’s’ 
behind the Ditch at Newmarket. Throughout gummy 
August the plebeians anc^ the society selling-platers, 

who are called in to act as stewards when the real 

* 

articles.arc away shooting or fishing, battled on at 
Brighton and at Lewes, even up to York ; and then 
came dear, stinking old Doncaster. To the in¬ 
sufficiency and general uiu.vhofesomcness of the 
hotels of Doncaster is,due' the fact that all,sensible 
persons who have been over the ground once, elect, 
on their second visit, to put up in ‘private’ diggings. 
It was so with John Percival. In the modest villa 
of which he paid the ydai’s rent fbr about eight* day's’ 
actual occupanty wiA attendance, he pould have his 
• meals in comfort a^d spend his nights in peace, 
instead of being compelled to eat where others were 
fighting, and to sleep in the next room to a friendly 
poker party, where racing gentlemen«were choking 
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other racing gentl«nnp and takilig it away from 
them. * 

On_th« nJorning o/ Uie Leger day of ’72 Jojin was 
finishing off'his breakfast wittfa little fruit, when the 
ivaise of horses and of wheels (Jjiming to a stoppage 
in the road oOtside caused him to jpmp up from the 
table and Jook out through the lace curtains. It was 
Lord Dudley and Sir Charles ForbA who had* driven 
up insa dog-cart. * 

As the little country siavey led tfic unexpected 
visitors into the room, John produced from ihe side¬ 
board samples of as many, choice vintages as oi*e , 
would find on an ordinarily smart restaur.ant’s wine- 
list ; but though Sir* Charles and«his lordship were 
affability personified, they would, touchy nothing. 

“ Do you tlivine the objeA of my visit, Percival ? ” 
his lordship asked, am! John s.rid that he did not 
indeed. He v^s only too pleased, he added, to 
receive a call from his lord.lhip at tiny time, without 
seeking a reason, ft was prettily and delicately 
expressed, but John did not shout it as if througih a 
megaphone. His lordship swallowed the butter 
without comment, a^id immediately observed, quite 
dispassionately: ' , ^ * 

“ I hav4 called for my two thousanfl pounds!” 

“ Why—of course ! ” replied Percival, instantly, 
though his pulse changed step Ihrcc times, and his 
heart left its moorings^nd soaret^from his mediastinum 
to His nSouth as he sppke. “ K you wil^ be seated for 
two minutes, I,will run up to m)l bedroom and fetch* 
it.” • 

John’s instant and cheerful acquiescence was in 
the' highest degree artistic. In racing metaphor, he 
saw his number Ih the frame, and knew that the whole 
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credit’of the stabfe was at strike) Or, If that Is not 
distinctly luminous, it was up to him to dribble the 
ball or get off the field. To harfj pomplle^ gr«dgingly 
would have been toVfommit prompt "professional 
suicide. It took sonjfething less than three minuter, 
therefore, to trai^fer a bolt of paper'currency for 
twenty hundred from the little iron safe ip the bed¬ 
room te the breec'ncs pocket of the Earl of Dudley, 
and this without tfic utterance of a single word, just 
for all the world as thouj^'f any other than thirteen- 
week settlements were absolutely unknown. 

* When a man can expe/:t no sympathy, in any other 
quarter, he looks for some at home, but even this 
was not forthccTniing. Per contra, John’s placens 
uxor, who ‘had already been given* a carriage horse 
that cost a monkey in <:elebration of af mysterious 
win, sternly and virtuously ob.sorved; 

“Serves you jolly well right for not telling me the 
whole truth at the timet” As for Lord Dudley, he 
was betting freely with Percival as soon as the pair 
mett oh thp much-overrated Town Moor, and the 
incident of the long-drawn hold-over most probably 
passed clean out of his mind wi/h the receipt of his 
money. * Grudges betweep rkeing men are much more 
frequently found, in .sporting novels than in real life, 
for the very atmosphere of the racecourse is opposed 
to churlishness and resentment, despite its many 
levelling influence.s. Nor did *1 ever see this great 
truth more apiusingly" illustrated than at a* certain 
ifewmarket Second October meeting nearly twenty 
years ago. Four pensons stood upon a grass mound 
on the far side of the RovAey Mile to watch the race 
for the Cesarewitch; one was a lady and three were 
mere meat The lady, round of formtand rubicund of 
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\isage, but the personftication of dignity always, was 
Caroling Buchess of Montrose. Two of the men 
were" poor,, ragged* oootless^ card-sellers ; the third 
jnale was myself It was a brief period of perfect 
silence, for the betting had ceaSed, and every pair of 
eyes, whether glued to a raceglass 'or not.^was turned 
in the direction of the gap in the lr,nds through which 
the boJ’ses, already • started on their journey, would 
presently appear. The intensity of the silence was 
all the greater from the fact that it hwi been a very 
heavy gambling race, and more than one promin^t 
man's future was 'supposed to be hanging in the' 
balance ; when suddenly, without ayy prelude, one of 
the card-sellers, \j'ho clearly had been labouring under a 
strong sen'jp of injury, turnejl to tfte other and growled : 

“You’d fink, if you paid as high as fippence for yer 
bed, yer trahsers 'ud be safe, wouldn’t yer ? " 

As for the tiext five or ,six miputes the Duchess 
was shaking like a*corn-flour fi/afic mange, her im¬ 
pression of that Cesarewitch must have been some¬ 
what imperfect; but she was a sports\\t)man Sefore 
everything, and I beg leave to think that the Turf 
could do with a tew .more of her -sort tp-day. I 
remember seeing her driving* in Regent Street, just 
down by the County Fire Oftice, on# afternoon, behind 
a pair of matched hackneys that Mr Burdett Coutts 
would get sixteen 4)r eighteen hundred for. It was 
al»out«the hour at \\ 4 iich ouf {trincipal thoroughfares 
ring with “ All ’er Vinners! ’’ and, the Duchess’s 
barouche was’about to sweep ac Joss Piccadilly Circifs, 
her ladyship jerked the coachman’s cord so suddenly 
that he pulled round and nearly knocked down the 
rozzer in the njackintosh suit who was r^ulating the 
traffic from the middle of the road. » 
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“James,” cried the Duchess,^as seventy-three inches 
of plush and powder slid off the box and came 
running to the side of the carfidge, “just get me a 
Star, but be sure th^ “it has the 4.40 winner.” 

Instantly the footntan intercepted one of the flying 
newsboys. ' 

“ Got the winner o’ the four-forty, boy ? ” 

“Nofin print, cully,” blurted the breathless youth, 
grabbing the offered penny, and holding out a 
crumpled enve'-jpe with some pencil scrawlings on it, 
“ but this' is straight orf the tape, gawdstrikemedead ! 
Whitelock — Gay ’Err/.it''— King.Vood —'five ran — 
a 'underd to thirty the winner- -Barrett rode! ” 

As the flunkey "forcibly grabbed^ the paper, and, 
returning to his noble mistress, read out_the result, 
the Duchess only sniffed in a dissatisfied feminine 
way—for Gay Hermit was her horse, and nine months 
later he won the Hunt Cup in a deluge of rain ; but 
the astonished newsboy stood in the roadway with his 
eyes wide open and his mouth unclasped, long after 
the glittering carriage had disappeared amongst the 
traffic in the Quadrant. That the Duchess’s heart 
was wholly in racing, in more tlian one sense, was 
proved by the matrimonial overtures she made to 
Fred Archer; advAnces’which he would probably have 
accepted but for the sound, common-sense ‘ talking to’ 
he got from fine old Mat Dawson. For Archer, as 
for the Duchess, I eCitertain most kindly re¬ 
membrance, for/'all upconsciouslyt—as well as other- 
, wtse—he did me mor^ than one good turn. 

Once upon a summer tin\e I was incited to essay 
the breaking up of Tattersall’s Ring, though not, 
primarily, with my own money. Mine ,own ambition 
soars not sd high as to attempt the solution of so 
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strenuous a problent, bat I fell in with some fellows 
w^th a supj^osed invulnerable ‘system.’ There were 
four of them—three prosperous West End trajlesmen 
and their fri’end the licensed Victualler at the corner 
pin—and they had tested the scheme both uppards 
and downards, and backards and .forrards, till they 
felt satisfiad that they had got a dead sure thing; the 
only wonder was that all the sharps on the" course 
wer^ Aot following it. It subsequently turned out to 
have been the fantastic invention of a Itjnatfc, the dis¬ 
credit of whose birth was vehemently disclaimed b^ 
seven metropolitan, parishes j but that, as the 
distinguished noveli.st observes, is another piece of 
pidgin entirely. The idea, which cftilsisted in backing 
certain jockeys oVer their best c»urses,pi* beginning 
with ten poiSnds and doubliifg each losing stake, and 
in never, under any circumstances, laying odds on, 
did not strike., me as surprisingly new. Conse¬ 
quently, though the pjot was not uhfolded to me in 
the bar parlour of a favourite tavetn of mine until 
close on midnight, I had, before closing time, signed 
four different agreements, by each and all of which I 
bound myself, in consideration of a promise of ten per 
cent, on winnings and two guineas a day for 'exes, to 
begin optffating, without an.'Estheticsf on the Ring at 
Sandown on the following day.. It was at no sug¬ 
gestion of mine that I signed so many sheepskins. 
An abiding faith in af| mankindJmay be my greatest 
and most honourable^rror, bu\ the sealijig-wax scarlet 
of Somerset HMise ink is flatterintj to the vanity of thJ* 
commercial mind. 

To Sandown Park I went on a Friday morning to 
back the mounts ot my friend Charles Wood. The 
ten and the twinty went down, but the forty came 
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up at'five to two^ On a wio vre returned to the 
original stake. Another ten went down, then a 
twenty came up at nine to four.. .1 returned to, town 
with a clear profit of''^ninety-five sovereigns, and I 
and the three trades;»Tien had to sit on the licensed 
victualler to keep him down, since he figured out that 
he had been losing about twenty-seven hundred a 
month for nearly lour months through not beginning 
at Lincoln. On the Saturday Wood won the first 
race at five to-four, and the second at three to one. 
He lost .in the third, didn’t ride in the fourth, won the 
filth at two to one, and then tprned it up for the 
afternoon. This showed a profit of £^2, los., or 
£\ 6 'j, los. on tlte- two days. After cashing in, I 
started home with gbout twenty guineas, a bottle of 
rare old brandy, a new silk umbrella, an'd a Christ¬ 
church salmon about as big as the ‘ Horse Shoe,’ 
though the average must be struck at a little less 
than this, for I lost the umbrell^ and the salmon, and 
reached my lodgings chalked all over like a Pierrot 
through trying fo pick up the game of snooker-pool 
at the Savoy with a future brother-in-law, who was 
supposed to be walking the wards at Charing Cross 
Hospital. j 

On the reasse,mbling of the syndicate on the 
Monday afternoon there was a slight breeze of 
di.sscnsion, but for which the very incident which 
makes this story wogld never have happened. In 
checking my ageounts by the newspaper returns, the 
plungers had detected a slight discrepancy, though 
entirely to their own profit. On Wood’s fifth ride at 
Sandown on the Friday I had credited the congress 
with a win of forty-five (to twenty), whereas the 
official rett^n was but two to one. They were good 
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enough to say that could "see what I had Hone" 
—so could* I—but ^they took the opportunity of 
warning'me^that had the betting veered the other way 
and I had taken a point the odds, they could 

not have accepted my return.* With that preface 
they had the immortal rind to ‘pull out a fifth 
document* for me to sign, guaranteeing* them the 
starting-price as retiirned nightl;^ in The Evening 
Standard, neither more nor less. 

Of course I signed the thing, but %'ith murder in 
my heart. The flame of desire which e\%ry man 
should feel "Within him to stick, however ynwillingry, 
to the uneventful path of rectitude, for a brief period 
burned low and looked like gofiig out altogether. 
But as I yalketi back through •PateinoSter Row, I 
bought myself a cardljoant wall-sign inscribed with 
the beautiful apothegm “ Silence is Golden,’’ all in a 
frame of sunfli»wers and smilax, and I packed it in 
my Gladstone, just o« top of my clean shirts, lest I 
might temporarily overlook the migltty truth. ^ During 
the remainder of the afternoon I was effecting ^loan 
with a view to the possibility of the margins going 
against me, and, thinks to a little inbprn plausibility 
and a knowledge of men«wlMch 1 acquired *at a very 
early a^e, I caught the 6.4? from St Pancras to 
Leicester, with a monkey of fhe Trust’s and one 
hundred and ninet^j of my own, prepared for any 
egaergpncy. * f 

There were twA days’ racing at> Leicester, and 
Archer was dhr bird. I was, I {think, responsible Mr 
the selection of Fred Ayher. I should like to lay 
a. little wreath upon his grave by taking the sole re¬ 
sponsibility. I held, aud still hold, the opinion that 
he was by far (he most brilliant horsemaij of bis time, 
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or since. A fig for the foolffeh Tollowers of public 
form who have gone to swell tjie sad armies of the 
unsuccessful in our ^sy workhouses „ancl cosier 
prisons ; kindly memcyies of Archer will linger to the 
end in the minds of the privileged few wtio knew that 
if Fred had caused a stuffed tiger or a tin dog to be 
entered in ai race .^id then put his bunch id to back 
it, he w6uld surely jiave been there with the goods. 

As I walked across the course at Oadby on that 
Tuesday mornifig, Archer overtook and greeted me; 
bvjt I neil'er did and never do ask any questions on a 
' racecourse,,and Freder»ck"voluntetred no information. 
In the first race he rode the horse that finished second, 
and my syndicate'lost a tenner. In the second, he 
was astride somethiifg that appeared to bf, anchored, 
so that my systematieians did in another twenty. In 
the third scramble we were short-headed for forty 
more, and I began to wonder that a jtfb .so satisfying 
should be so unintelligible. In such circumstances 
what ought I to efo ? 

THh barmaid recommended the black seal at six- 
and-sixpence the pint, and I took it. Finding it to 
my liking, and remembering that'no bird can fly with 
only one wing, I saw i',. again. Meanwhile the 
clanging of the bell Announced the hoisting of the 
numbers for the fourth race. There were seven runners, 
of 'which Mr Gilbert’s Vermilioq ridden by the late 
John Watts, instantl;!' became, a hot favourite. ,A 
few of the earliest bettors, by sr/apping like vultures, 
^ot on at evens, but? within fifty or siity seconds it 
was “ Take six to four: tw^ to one bar one 1 ” ‘ Bar 
one ’ was Panic, owned by Tom Stevens, and ridden 
by Archer. On the book it had no chance against 
Vermilion, Ind as the money literally poured into 
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the Ring for that hVs^, Panic quickly went out to 
threes. By the light Of the market it seemed almost 
a shame \o \|irow real money ^ay on the horse, and 
yet my little old l^undred and ninety was not quite 
s&ong enougl} to take the risk. * A few paces from 
where I was standing were pitched ‘Alec Harris and 
the late John Isaacs, and Alec, seeing that I hesitated, 
called put: • , * 

“ Here I what do you want to do ? " 

“ Panic,” I answered. *» 

“ Seven to two, to you ? ” * , 

“ Take you fours ? ’i I hagglhds , 

“ Come on then,” and he held out his right hand. 

“ To eighty sovereigns, Alec,” sai^ I, pulling out a 
banknote fo;^ a hundred and ^uttirlg it in his fist 
“ No, no! ” cried he. thrusting the note back. 

“ Forty to ten if you like; I thought you wanted it 
for yourself.” • ^ ^ 

“If you only knew what an effort it has cost me to 
pull it out,” I replied, sorrowfully, “your wholp day 
would seem brighter. I’m simply doing»this fdr a 
syndicate of mugs, and if you won’t hold it somebody 
else must.” • . 

That mention of the syndicate settled it: only your 
experiencSd turfite comprehends* the Enormity of the 
idiocy of backing horses by systems. Alec Harris’s 
answer was embodied .jn his injunction to his partnei^: 

“ J’ut .down three-hiindred-an’-twenty to eighty— 
Binstead.” > * k • 

Only just irf time 1 For in that moment there ‘ 
swept into the ring threesco^ of breathless men, who 
had run from the weighing-room as hard as they could 
come. The illogical frenzy with which they flung 
themselves upon^e bookmakers indicated Something 
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more than the usual stirrup tip. 'Men ran around the 
ring, fighting for precedence jt before (lach bookie. 
Then, Aad with excitt^ment, scampered from pkch to 
pitch, trying to force banknotes upon unwilling layers, 
who, taking the cue, only stood aside and cried “ All 
gone! ” Meantime, two placid Nottingham officials 
hauled down the frame in which the runners’ numbers 
were exhibited and—took out tlrat of Vermilion! He 
had been kicked by another horse while walking in 
the paddock, nnd had fallen so lame that he could not 
go to the post! 

How the ‘ heads ’ did gamble when this'awful truth 
leaked out! For, with Vermilion out of the way, the 
race was as good" as a gift for I’anic. It was, by the 
event of the. last fear seconds, the best thing of the 
day, and it was seized upon as such not only by men 
who had previously hesitated, but also by those who 
had to get out of their Vermilion stalses. Hither and 
thither they rushed—shouting, struggling, swearing— 
until t|je sudden sounding of the starting bugle, blown 
by a trumpeter of the Leicester regiment perched on 
the roof of the stand, caused instant silence, just as a 
whole pondful of croaking frogs are quieted by the 
plash of a stone. 

And when ate last’ the horses came in sight—O, 
blessed spectacle 1 —ithe dear old ‘ Tinman,’ with his 
back all humped and his head buried in his shoulders, 
had taken the measure of .every one of. them! 
Knowing, intuitively, that one sV-ake-up was as much 
as his mount would stand, he was saving it all for 
that last run in, with which he stole so many, many 
races. His unerring eye had measured the distance 
to an inch; his knees had gauged the failing stamina 
of his hoitte. Within three strides'of home Panip 
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drew clear to his wltheie—then shot past the ^ost a 
winner by hjlf a lenglj^, and—was immediately over¬ 
taken bythe^bunch of horses h^ad so cleverly beaten. 
It was Archer at his very best. 

• No matter what’Alec Harris said when I went and 
touched him ?br that four hundred. • Let us salute it 
in silence.* And then all roads seemed to lead to the 
bar where the black, seal was disposed, not did I 
havp fo hoist a flag in order to seci/re assistance. By 
the light of later years victory madt;^ me vulgarly 
vociferous, but Dame h'ortune loves advertisement, 
and feels hPiself cheated by<h? churl who hides his 
profits. The deeper, to impress this fact upon my 
ductile mind, she graciously stood even as I hung 
upon that bar setling up the drinks for a^ Comers, and 
caused Arc^ 5 er to get beateif in two more races, and 
my syndicate to fall into the net for a further two- 
hundred-and-forty! I left the course all clogged up 
with funds, and steerifig in eill directions, ultimately 
reached Leicester. At the ‘ George “a telegram from 
my ill-starred junta awaited me: “ Disfontimtg in¬ 
vestments forthwith. Wire total of amount lost, and 
meet us luncheon flalmerston one-thirty to-morrow — 
Bottomley." * » • * 

With tis much grace as may bt assumed by a 
commissioner who has made a Ijttle over five-and-a- 
half hundred in the shuffle, I replied “ You lose jao. 
Willmyetyou as desire^ — Binst^d” . Simply that and 
nothing more. P'or^hough a telegragi that-costs a 
dollar may flatter the vanity of a fool, the thoughtful* 
man will stop to consider what are the odds that the 
dollar isn’t coming out of nis pocket, and frequently 
the pot cools down and spoils, like a lark-pudding 
that is not keptf simmering. , 
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It Was a graceless lunche«n Shd a strained and 
painful scttling-up, yet that miseijpble factign contained 
at least jone gentleman,ifvho, as Tennyson or sbmebody 
else observes, had been “ standing anigh tlie hives just 
long enough to get«stung proper."’ His name waS 
Graham Ingram, and he was a strange admixture of 
brains and'no-brains. He had sacrificed his youth to 
morphia and the classics, the baneful effects of which 
had driven him at thirty into monied matrimony jnd 
comfortable IjGeping in Bayswater. But a widow 
marrying a middle-aged bachelor is like a once- 
wrecked boat taking on » skipper.that has'never been 
to sea, and poor Mrs Ingram—one more of life’s 
unacknowledged' heroines—finding that the coals 
wouldn’t barn, waw soon allowing' Graham liberal 
pocket-money and undisputed access to the other side 
of the house. There Graham fostered and nurtured 
—and subsequently buried—many sa wild bright 
scheme, assisted by a gaunt but, not bad-looking girl, 
similarly stung by a determination to alter the course 
of tl.e sun.. Whenever they got a new wildcat 
scheme, they would, metaphorically, join hands and 
wander off into dreamland together: how could it be 
expecteo that two such impressionable novices could 
withstand the Bo'^tom'ey methods > The racecourse 
is all too sunny a prospect for the neophyte to resist, 
and head over heels into it they went. They familiar¬ 
ised themselves with dvery method of backing horses 
that had been ^vxploited—I said exploited, sir; but if 
you prefer the word exploded, pray substitute it— 
since racing began, and finally rectified the system on 
which we had grounded by one which had lain buri^ 
since the year of the big frost 

Small nepd is there to say much (more. In the 
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early summer of 190LI was on my way to Maiden¬ 
head, whfn.^uite by accident, 1 ran against Ingram 
at Paddington railway statioic By the light in his 
^es no less than«by his unknotted necktie and di¬ 
shevelled hai», I judged him to be a little more out of 
plumb than ever. He drew me into a coaner of the 
booking-ofece and flourished a newspaper befpre me. 
Somewhat unwisely,’! asked hint how many book¬ 
makers he reckoned he had put out pf business, all 
told. * , 

“ To liplLwith them, and wfith you too! ” he roared. 
“ Look here! The *vcry residence that I* require is 
advertised in this papfcr. I pray tc^ God that no one 
else has seen it!. Even —whom I pvtly trust— 
should not aee it now but fo'fcthe fact that the address 
of the property is not disclosed ; and ere you or any¬ 
body else can ascertain it, I shall be in possession!” 

With this he *unfoIded The iloriting Post of July 
the 14th (a copy of \vhich I subsequently procured), 
and gloated and revelled over this advertisement ^ 

A ROCK-BUiLT Crenelated Castle, buffeted by the 
Atlantic surge, at * one of the most r(>mantic and 
dreaded points of our irdh-li^pui)^ coast, in full vilw of 
the D^thstone; shipwrecks frequent, corpses common \ 
three reception and seven bed looms ; every modem 
convenience ; lo gs. a week.—Aitdrcss B. R., 8853, 
“Morning Post” office, Strand, W.C, 



CHAPTER IV. 

Xhe true ^portsm&D and the bham—Of Ara, the blue macaw—How, 
though he habitually ,ma'le himself cheap, he**^u’Jbcril>ed his 
mite to salmon-tibhing—Sanford and Merton redivivus —Shifter’s 
reverence for Dicki^—A far older authority—A modern parallel 
to the fifteenth chapter of St Luke -The^folly of Fat George—Is 
reprovedthe ‘Crimson Rambler* — George repents — And 
hnds a fidm Atkatet —Ge^ige returns to the pawrnal roof—Kut 
does not stay there long—Dr Gregory Riddle—Takes a ticket 
in a Derby sweep—As does Mr Walter blc*ath—The 1 lill at Epsom 
—Unexpected good news—Wily tactics, an(^—The sequel. 

In these days pf flam and pretence, when any indi- 
vidyfal who desires to be known as ‘ a good sportsman ’ 
may achieve his wish by becoming a member of a 
betting club, or by giving a guinea towards purchasing 
a ‘ presentation belt ’ for a bpslofibercd pugilist, it does 
seem a bit unjust to apply the term to any honest 
enthusiast who can point to something of his own 
doing in the world of sport. No matter how humble 
his contribution—a /inger smifshed at the wicket, a 
nose broken in the football fiehT an eye gone to glory 
.with a'drachtii of black powde/j or a ‘thick ear’ in¬ 
curred at the Belsize—there is more merit in the 
unpretentious donation of the practical zealot than in 
all the patronage of the club quidnunc, who has so 
little real sport in his composition that the non- 
appearance for but one day of Tht Spirtsnian and Tlie 
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Sporting Life (if oifc could imagine so dire a calamity 
Sefalling m^kind) v%)uld deprive him of all topics of 
conversation. • / 

And this IS a story of a big\)lue Asiatic bird, who, 
liowever unconsciously, subscribed his mite. Probably 
he is dead now ; possibly his skeleton has been picked 
clean anch set up with wires for the Society’s museum 
in Hanover Square; but in life h'e used to‘sit with 
others of his kind in the Zoological tardens in Regent’s 
Park. His dwelling was a zinc and ftjpodcn 
standing on the right-hand side of the gravflriled walk 
which ISHfia from kanganoo^sheds, past the mark^ 
hores and the elephants, to where the cassowaries 
then bobbed and strutted, close t 9 Macclesfield Gate. 
In the sixjjenny illustrated catalogue that happy 
period they called him ArS hyacinthina. He was a 
great blue beauty with an orange mandible, and, fully 
conscious of his vast superiority, he sat like a mis¬ 
understood Diogenesfamon^st the ‘mere toucans and 
colies and barbels, just tolerating the Kaka of New 
Zealand on account of his being a first; family, and 
politely acknowledging the black cockatoo of Aus¬ 
tralia, though he privately thought ^him somewhat 
quakerish and slow. In,all that vast collection of 
birds atid beasts only the two clndian elephants 
aroused any enthusiasm within, the navy-blue breast 
of Ara; ye gods, if only he had been born an ele¬ 
phant I And whenever old ^tmg Rerchad, or the 
feminine and less-^nderous Suffa (Julli, swung by 
with their keeper on a fore-breakfast or a last-pos^ 
constitutional, the gaudy $outh American, chained by 
the leg, would make frantic efforts to engage their 
attention, with his undignified - and all too persistent 
“HulloI Hyiol Hullo 1 " 
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N</ that the iJig pachydewns “ever turned a head 
or took the slightest notice of ^ra; an^ when their 
drabby outlines disajii^ared round the turn to the 
tunnel, he would rume up his feathers* and try to 
compose himself as .well as his m’ighty anger woulJi 
allow him, as much as to say, “ Damn me if ever I 
make mySelf so cheap again! ” To be oontinually 
snubbed by those'whose lightest, patronage we should 
prize high above iome firm friendships we alrejidy 
possess is mojtifying to the flesh and hard to bear, 
but these little lessons are never mastered. When 
Jdng Perchad and Spffa Culli ^me tha1^Wily back 
again, Ara’s powdery eyelids would go back with a 
snap, and he woutd*3truggle all the harder to make the 
“ Hullo! Hullo! Hullo 1" more invifing than before. 

Now, as Ara sat there sfinning himself and dreaming 
of his native palm groves, or gum-tree plantations, or 
whatever other arboreal boughs hev had been ac¬ 
customed to cott6n to, fie was, in blissful ignorance 
of one important‘fact. It was that certain of his tail- 
feathers wei;e highly prized by piscators who trolled 
for salmon with a fly. To be sure, piscators were 
mostly mad ; but if the gaudy bird had known about 
those tail-feathers and the exorbitant prices that were 
asked for them when fnade up into salmondures by 
fishing-tackle fakers, ^ra might reasonably have been 
even more conceited than he was. But, as I have 
already said, he didn’t.*' f 

Well, years ^nd years'ago, on^a certain autumnal 
.morning, when the marvellous alchemy of heaven 
had turned the leaves frQm green to bronze, two 
nicely-grown boys of the' Eton-jacket age, freshjy 
from school, and full of Greek roots and cigaroots, 
•ought the turnstile at what is called tl^e South Gate 
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of the Zoological "Ctandens, and passed the wiCket on 
"presentation of twA green cardboard tickets. For 
reasons* which, though weighty, do not concern the 
reader, I must cloak these youths’ identity in borrowed 
•nomenclature. 1* will call the. one Master Tommy 
Merton and the other Master Harry Sanford." 

“ Straight ahead and turn to your right for the lions, 
gentlemen,” remarked a polite gardener, for'in those 
days* the fierce baritone kings of tie forest were cooped 
up where now the bears and the hfjpnas ‘receive’; 
but the boys only grinned at each other significantly 
as theJT struck off (down the j)ath which skirts \he 
aviaries of the lofty, high-minded vultures and the 
haughty and disdainful sea-golh§ eagles, superior 
birds, which have long since elqivated the level of 
the sciences the art of lodking at an uninvited guest 
and not seeing him at all. , 

Arrived opposite the gorgeous Ara, the two boys, 
smiling almost audibly, pScred tb the right and to 
the left to see that nobody was abSut; as for Ara, he 
was too used to being rudely stared at .to h*av« any 
apprehension of danger. 

“I vow and protest, Harry,” said^Tommy, unde¬ 
cidedly, as his eyes turited,frt»ra the resplentient blue 
parrot to the face of his con^panien, “ that I have a 
sufficient leaven of basic decjncy still left in my 
composition to consider it a shame to despoil this 

beautiful bird.” S 

• * * * 

“As indeed it be, dear "lommy” replied 

Harry, somewhat severely, “if we could get fishing, 
flies without money, but \ve can’t No one with the 
faintest knowledge of the* Camden Town tradesman, 
backed by as much intellect as would keep a mussel 
from entangling itself in its own beard, could for a 
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momei(t entertain a notion so grotesque. But if you 

are going to show the .white feathfer-’’ , 

“ The blue ones areVthe more desirable, I* think,” 

t • . 

stammered Master Merton, in haste to cover his 
apparent cowardice • 

“ In plain words, if you are going to back out of it,” 
insisted Master Sanford, with ironical austerity, “we 
may as tvell write’"at once to yojtr father, and, whilst 
thanking him for h*s courteous invitation, admif that 
we do not care^for any fishing this autumn.” 

It was»enough; Master Merton made up his mind 
•with a gulp; . • » 

“Give us hold of the driving-gloves,” said he. 

The Sanford bb;f pulled a pair of tan calf gloves 
out of his Breeches rpockets and gaVe them to his 
companion, who drew theA on.^ Then Sanlord asked, 
. “ Have the hedgers too ? ” 

The Merton boy gave an anxirsis momentary 
glance at the sleeping Ara’s mandible and replied 
rather hurriedly, * 

“ V^s, yes i I think so." 

Out from the frontal fulness of his waistcoat Master 
Sanford drew p pair of thick gardening gauntlets, 
which tlie conspiring *Mvrtdn adjusted over those 

already on his chubby hands, and- ^ 

At that very moment a keeper strolled round the 
bushes. As the intelligent officer advanced, the two 
boys (Tommy iVith his’arms folded carelessly) became 
deeply and inlpnsely interested/’in the slumbering 
,<?\ra, and the man remarked as he passed by, 

" Be careful not to go tpo close, young gentlemen. 
They won’t ’urt you if you don’t meddle with 'em, but 
if they bite you you’ll never, forget it” 

Tommy paled & little at these words, and, as the 
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^an in livery incre^seti his distance, observed) as he 
began drawing off tne hedgingjgloves, 

" P vow and proffest, dear tfarry, against taking so 
much precedency in this adventure. Being the son 
of as spiritless and vapid a pcSr as ever flew a kite 
—a mere accident of birth, which gives a fellow no 
fair pretensions to merit—laziness and ignorance are 
the two most cherished charactejristics of niy class; 
whereas, to one lowly born like yourself, if you will 
pardon my saying so, knowledge is always a market¬ 
able commodity. Being extremely desirdus to ^sce 
you, my dear Harr^, a perfect«stoiehouse,of learning, 

I now insist that ymi do take the gloves and witch 
the world with poble gripmanship.” 

Magnanimously as the.s(^ woAls were'spoken, they 
appealed only to the diurlish side of Harry Sanford’s 
nature. For reply, he thru.st his left shoulder against* 
the right of 'Pommy Merton, ancj, elevating himself 
on his left foot, mdhaced his schoolfellow with his 
right fist and growled, 

“ Cut all that out. Are you ready to begin ? " 

“ Aye, aye," answered Tommy, with .ui effort. 
“When I say ‘Hands on the bird,’ grab him by 
the wings and hang on like ftieasles while 1 pull the 
quills. * Now, then, ‘ Hands on the*bird.’ ’’ 

Instantly Master Merton grabbed Ara with his 
double-gloved fiste, and ^simultaneously Master 
iianford gripped nhe gqrgeous tail and tugged 
vigorously. The ajr was rent by fearful shrieks, but 
all that Tontmy Merton heard was the hissed ord^ 
from his comrade, » 

Even as he released, 

and casting ^hem over theSthcP%n^to th? 4o«Ak>gI 
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path below, the k-ieper reappeared; but Harry 
Sanford, with a double, handful o'f the coveted feathers, 
had heard the man approaching in ample tiihe* to 
thrust both fists behind him. 

The keeper could see that the bird was agitated, 
and that the boys had something on their minds. 
But he was no piscator—good, simple souf; and all 
that he said was, 

“Aha! I told you so. I s’pose he’s mighty near 
nipped yer fingers off!” 

As I said at the beginning, Ara probably passed 
in his seed-tin as an equivalent lor his checks years 
and years ago ; but if only he oould have seen those 
two youths’ ‘ take ’ of salmon about three days later, 
he would nsve supportpd his martyrdom right 
cheerfully. 

It was a cherished article of faith with my old 
comrade Shifter, that no matter whaC circumstances 
might arise to entangle a man from day to day, their 
parallel could be traced in one or other of the works 
of Charles Dickens; but I will go further back than 
that and assert that every human possibility is fully 
catalogued and ,set forth, with a simplicity of language 
and beauty of diction wiiich has never been excelled, 
in a far older and’more widely-circulated book than 
any that Dickens wsote, although, alas! its title is 
never found amongst tl^pse of “ The Ten Best-Selling 
Books of the Month” jn the ^'publishers’ circula', 
I will leave wh,{.t follows to proie it. 

,• As Saint Luke wrote to “mostexcellent Theophilus,” 
a certain man had two sons,*^and the younger of them, 
called by his intimates Fat George, was for getting 
out into the gaslight whenever possible. His good 
father—worthy but mistaken soul!—having himself 
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tom a few millions ^out of ma^ufactural trade, fell 
Tnto the common error of tryiijg to plant blossoms 
instead of §eeds, which is opposed to all the laws 
of horticulture. The fact that there was plenty of 
Everything to be had for nothing under the paternal 
roof in Princes Gate was not much of an inducement 
to an easy-going fat fellow to put in his days at the 
mighty works across>the Thames at Battersea, where 
eight or nine hundred plain and honest toilers stood 
by the blast fijinaces, slowly cooking,',tand watching 
for the hour at which the whistle blew. Geoi'ge most 
sensibly preferred yetting ibaut and indulging his* 
natural talent for spending the money that was given 
to him. It was perhaps as (veil that sordid, 
degrading Trade’had never claimted him. for its own, 
for he could only have come a fearful purler at it 
So George, pensioned off nominally at a hundred a 
month, migrated from the home nest to one of the 
better hotels round Govent Garden, his name dis¬ 
appearing simultaneously from the' list of eligible 
young men which every mother of daughters in South 
Kensington kept in the ‘ secret ’ drawer of some 
impossibly small and unhandy writiiig-desk, whose 
ink-well was ever guiltless oi writing fluid, and whose 
pen-tray'Scontained only a pearljiandled button-hook. 
Nevertheless, Fat George remained supremely happy. 
Like most mountains of flesh, he was unselflsh and 
good-natured to a faUlt, and consequently hopelessly 
wfong-headed about I^orse-racing. It ^ill, by-the-bye, 
ever remain a wivid memory of my first meeting with 
him—as a fcllow-subscriben to a coach party to old 
Crpydon races on one blEak February afternoon— 
that after seven muddy and abortive pilgrimages 
from where we, were pulled up by the winning-pmst 
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across to Tattersall’j Ring to have it down on a 
‘ moral,’ which each tiifle turned Out wrong he growled 
as the last ‘ pinch ’ camq^in second. 

“ Well, I’m blowed if I won’t have one cert to-day I ” 
and collaring two bottles of brandy and a jar of 
Scotch out of the boot, he quietly shut himself inside 
the coach and made the last thing he tried at a 
certainty indeed. 

But George grew somewhat weary of it after 
fourteen or fifv,cn years, as many young blades do, 
and there were times when in his mind's eye he could 
-see himself being welcomed at St Margaret s as the 
new communicant in the rats-jn-the-garret colony. 
Coming home from Sandown Park on one of these 
grey days, somebody, considerately assured him that 
he’d be real ripe foie gras to the worms whenever he 
went, and poor George reached Waterloo contem¬ 
plating suicide. In that haven of so many historical 
meetings, the draughty old buff.t on the Loop Line 
platform, George came across a certain middle-aged 
racing camp-follower whose surname being Budds 
and whose countenance being pickled by past 
libations to a, deep shade of magenta, had been 
euphemistically called aftet a'v.ariety of June’s fairest 
flowers, the ‘ Crimson Rambler.’ 

Now of all George's .shoddy acquaintances (and with 
a rooted, but unvitiated, partiality for amusing, even 
if low company, George was on ,j.odding terms with a 
great many w^png ’uns),' he should in his preserft 
/depressed state have flown from Budds as from a 
plague, since it was openly known to all but George 
that Budds had lately ‘ experienced religion,’ whatever 
that may mean. It ‘came to him’ at the bedside of 
bis dying wif^ they said, with the conspicuous clarity 
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that characterises* Religious phenomena, reminding 
one of the converted billiard-mqrker who had a ‘ call ’ 
to go-ouf into the h^hways aijd preach, but who, after 
being rotten-egged and dead-catted out of three 
bailiwicks, sjt down by the roadside to consider the 
possibility of his having mistaken some other noise in 
the bar dftwnstairs for the alleged ‘ call.’ ftut George 
was beautifully oblivious oi all this, wherfifore he 
swung blindly in. 

“ Hullo, my Rambler! ” cried he. Skipping on the 
back the fellow who had received salvation diongwith 
a salmon-coloured •Post Office .Savings .book tli«te 
recorded the result of many years of feminine self- 
sacrifice, “ and the first one to reach (he bar, too I My 
word! you still want some catjihing af*getting out 
of slips! ” , * 

“ I—er—I came in from the .street, not from the 
Sandown trains George,” responded Iludds, gravely, 
quite failing to understand how it could be that the 
news of his conversion had not "become upiversal 
knowledge—the newly-religious mind, it should be 
understood, is rarely logical—but adding, as he 
suddenly brightened up on reflecting that, in the 
event of his falling from the mew-found grace, there 
would bb less to explain, “ Had a geod day ?” 

“Oh no, a regular snorter! .Gimme two of your 


best cigars, missie,” returned Gejirge, with characteristic 
fortitude. “ They tifyk everything I’d got barring 
tliis solitary half-.so^ereign; they woqjdn’t even have 
drawn the lin« at rags, bones, or bottles! Have any' 
soda in yours?” » 

.“ No; plain, please." * 

“ Right That’ll be one Scotch plain and one with 


qoda, tnissje. ^No, 3<4dds, I haven’t touched a winner 
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for th/ee weeks; simply been giv^g my money away 
to bookies. I’ve beei.^ seriously thinking whether it 
wouldn’t be simpler for me to go 'and chuck' it in at 
the door of the Victoria Club to ’em every Monday 
morning, and so save myself the trouble of going' 
down to the meetings. Now what would you do, 
Rambler?” 

“ Oh, what / should dc is entirely different, George,” 
answered Budds, plkusibly. “ If I had a run o' bad 
luck I should h>ve to stand down, but your sire never 
got a jibber, I’ll swear! ” 

Kindly leave my. father ouli of the question, 
Budds,” said George, quietly but firmly ; “ but for his 
great good heart, I-should have seen my finish years 
ago." , . ■ ^ 

“Exactly, an’ all the fnore cause why I should 
refer to the good old gentleman now,” chipped in 
Budds, discerning the weak spot and»taking instant 
advantage of it. And, after ail, religion itself is a 
matter, not of reason, but of feeling ; not of the head, 
but of the heart “ Your worthy parent ” (here Budds 
raised his billycock reverently) “isn’t going to ruck 
on you in the golden autumn of his life, just because 
you were denied the keen .commercial instincts that 
led him to make it pil/e 1 Starting out from college, 
where, mark you, yopr good father” (off came the 
hat again) “ set you, you faced the world only as a 
great big edjertated baby, at ahj age at which your 
father had his ^ade well in his ^lands. What’s thi 
/lodgercal result? Never havin’ had to,go to work, 
you never acquired a propw knowledge of the value 
o’ money, so you begins to dAft like from the very start. 
Like the younger son of the man we’re told of in the 
Gospel accordin’ to St Luke’s—I was^ bom, by the 
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gay, just off the OlH^Stfeet in thi City Road ; rather 
1 coincidenc*, ain't it ?—whenever you finds yourself 
1 bit “sh^rt pf cash,* you've oply got to go to your 
'ather an’ say, ‘ Fabler, let’s have a bit of what’s cornin’ 
:o me, will jse?’ and naturally he writes ye out a 
:heque. An’ when you’ve cashed the cheque an’ 
blown it’in, remorse supervenes, an’, like your 
scripturaf predecessor, you a^s ypurseif hov? many 
servants o’ yer father’s has enough an’ to spare 
while you pei<shes with hunger? Dlipend upon it, 
George, I’ve been placed under yer nose t(f-day Ijy 
Providence to point -fc out tffe way; wherejore I now"* 
says to you ‘ George, you— you are the Prodigal Son. 
Arise an’ go to yer people! ’ ” * 

In the rqjite acquiescence^of t4ie moment, George 
picked up his glass and finished his whisky. 

“ Rut .supposing-” he demurred, mildly. 

“ Suppose nothing! ” interposed Rydd.'^ firmly. “ If 
the New Testament bd not enough to move ye, take 
the older ordinance, ‘ On to yer father and yer ipother, 
that yer days may belong to the land’—meanin’ 
racin’ an’ foxhuntin’ an’ so on. An’ that's one o’ the 
Xfia Commandments! So now, George, up yer goes 
to Princes Gate withouf any»furthcr objections or 
qualms dT conscience. Go on—go ! ’* 

Deeply impressed bj' these sound arguments, and 
taking the purely sporting viey that there was very 
litjle t^eight anyhoirf, between the biblical young 
gentleman who fille^ his belly with jyhat the pigs 
took exception to and himself, George resolved to 
fall upon his father’s neck that very night: he would 
turn up at Princes Gate* in time for dinner, and 
frankly make the best of it. As he strolled down the 
incline from the railway station and crossed over the 
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Y6rk Road to the riean Uttft fcreet which leads to 
Hungerford Bridge, tseorge argued seduiously within 
limself—Of what use are parables if they don’t stand 
■he test of practice ? Besides, who could say but tliat 
lis anguished father had not long awaited his home- 
:oming ? If the son did not voluntarily return, how 
:ould the father act his part? No father could 
aossibly eat, drink ano be merry on account of a 
prodigal son who hadn't yet come in from husking. 

George’s mind was fully made up; but he sorely 
leeded a supporter, a sort of * best man,’ to whom he 
:t5uld turn in the event of his courage giving out 
Budds, the Rambler, was available, but was hardly 
class’ enough for Princes Gate. Though Budds’ 
diagnosis was acceptabl'*, his further attendance on 
the case might well be dispensed with, since his 
manners needed polishing, his brains broadening, 
and his conversation sweetening. 

In the bar at Epitaux’s in the Haymarket, where 
George’s truant feet intuitively took him, he came 
across the very fellow he needed—one Horace 
Hayes, an old Oxford man. Horace had been a 
scholar .of BaMiol, and had read many essays to <1.: 
cherubic Jowler, and made many more appearances 
in the Vice-Chancellor’s Court before he Kad been 
sent down. What he did now, besides back horses 
abd hang about bare, none knew; none sought to 
know. He was particularly fhpular in the. set jn 
which h*e chos6< to be an ornament; and as he could 
take his own part equally well in'’a contest of 
intellects or a combat fists, nobody openly in¬ 
quired into his affairs. He was, in short, a big, good- 
looking, fearless chap, of just the sort that one could 
picture doing big things in those m^isrval days of 
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oifhich the historian sHy# “. ... .nc most numerous 
class in Engkind at this time Were the unbridled 
libertin'es and gentlfemanly heavy-weight villains,” 
qpite overlooking ■tfie fact that it was thenadays as 
much as a man’s life was worth fo be anything else. 
Consequently Horace Hayes was precisely, the man 
that George needed at the moii\pnt, and George 
dissipatea no time id enlistihg ly’s services.* And 
these being all the more readily granted since, behind 
his always paramount willingness to do»a pal a turn, 
Hayes had a strange yearning to once again St dowii 
at a family dinner-tatfle with, as an additional induce¬ 
ment, the not remote ‘possibility of 5 family ‘ scene,’ 
the precious pair jvere soon getting into sable raiment, 
George at hi# hotel in Coveijf Garden, aa^ Hayes in 
his attic at the eastern ead of Jermyn Street. 

It should not seriously stretch the imaginative 
powers of the reader to coqpeive bow general was 
the consternation, when Fat Georgy and his good- 
looking friend strode, unannounced by the powdered 
footman, into the crowded reception-room of the 
mansion in Princes Gate, and promptly proceeded 
-♦s- Wend themselves with ^the well-groomed coppany. 
The effect was instantaneous aiTd electrical, for every¬ 
one in the room had heard all abouf the family ‘ bad 
egg,’ and, with that compassionate consideration for 
the feelings of others which r»arks the distinctioh 
be^weer\ a gathering^^of welbdresscd people and a 
box of new monkeys #at Jamrach’s, everybody turned 
instantly on recognising the son to note the effect 
produced upon the father, ^oor old father! Unable 
to get within whispering distance of the scapegrace, 
and fearful only of what might be going to happen 
next, he roamed up and down, outside the impassable 
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line of human blocii^houses, etierating the minor con¬ 
vulsion of nature known as a pained snjile. Nor did 
the announcement that dinner was served 'relieve the 
tension to any appreciable extent. Fat George had 
by this time become ‘the cynosure of,every eye,’ as 
the racing reporter never fails to say of the favourite 
on Derby’ Day, and his nervousness was increasing 
at an even greater rate than hi? notoriety. 

“ Horace,” he whispered, tightening his grip on his 
ehum’s arm a>rd heading for the stairs, “ you will stick 
close to me ? ” 

Aye, closer than a sick kitten to a hot brick,” 
replied Horace, reassuringly. , 

“Two chairs as hear the middle of the table as we 
can get ’em^’ George continued ; “never mind protests, 
or whose chairs tncy mhy be. And we two as quiet 
and inseparable as a brace of jellyfish ? ” 

“My idea exactly,” responded Hayes. 

There was one .shorf but tritical instant as the 
remorsele.ss twaiil entered the dining-room when they 
came within an ace of being alone with the host and 
hostess and the servants, but interested guests turnei.1 
up in time to avert a premature denouement. And..\U‘t 
George^ courage wouldn’t keep at the sticking-place. 

“ Horace,” he bleated, nudging the arm of his 
companion, who, with his head turned, was .staring at 
a, remarkably pretty girl engaged in wt)lfing prawns 

at the other 'end of the table,Horace, I feel some- 
. ' •'M ■ 

how- 

“ The devil you do 1 ” exclaimed Hayes, jumping at 
conclusions. “ Hanged if I didn’t fancy you were 
getting spiffed when we 'had that last one at the 
Swan in Sloane Street! Then I s’pose I’ve got to 
face the music alone?” 
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“ No, no, no; Geor^ remonstrated, not 

daring to resent the accusation, ‘ but everything here 
reminds me so of tl>e happier^ days. These plates— 
these forks—my dear old dad at the head of the 
table-’• ^ * 

“ Oh, tie won’t roust you,” responded Hayes in the 
most conWorting tones. “ Cheer up; he’l bound to 
come yoeir way; for, apart frc»n his considerjrtion for 
his guests, blood’s thicker than log Pc.” 

‘‘ Indeed I hope so. Yes, please, Ilftjjison, I’ll take 
.some sherry ; so will Mr Hayes ” • 

Raising the glass» which • tlip footman^ had jjj'-*- 
filled, George downeej his sherry at a gulp, but his 
maudlin melancholy mood remRiitcd. His 'soup 
went away untalted, and in its j>lacc caflie a wedge 
of turbot. * George ‘ passeef* the fish, but took the 
accompanying glass of Chablis—a grand old Chablis, 
of great age and»softness. 

“ For goodness’ sake»<f(7r something, George,” Hayes 
whispered, foreseeing in all this liquiflity the approach¬ 
ing mellowness of his friend ; and poor George replied, 

“That’s all right, old man. We shall get a glass 
of gpy with the entree, and I can do with it, too.” 

But, for some inscrut.ible, reason, the wine *did not 
put in a« appearance with the ^ssolettes aiix truffes, 
and as Horace, when appealejl ^o, could not decide 
precisely what the brown and mysterious morsels 
were composed of, Gwrge let that courise go by also. 

* No\v, look here,Mjeorge,* observe^ Hayes with 
great severity^as the* plates were taken away, “ this 
tomfoolery of yours has got»to stop. Your dear old 
father has been gazing at >*>u in the most wistful way 
for the last fifteen minutes, while your delightful old 
mater, who is hidden from you by this iloral decoration 
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on ipy right, is rapHly approjcb'hg a state of collapse. 
You’ve got to take the next course if it chokes you, 
Greorge; mark me, I say if it chokes youT ” . 

Thus threatened, ancl with an even greater fear of 
offending the friend who was standing by him in tho 
hout of his domestic ordeal than of'asphyxiation 
itself, George grabbed up his knife and fork with 
alacrity as soon ai a helping of the next r''ur.se was 
set before him, and, to further re-establish confidence, 
he instantly, and rather loudly, asked for the mustard. 
On the hot plate which was now in front of him 
, rtCstled a spatula of unhealthy-looking white meat, 
partly covered by a jet of bilious, golden-brown gravy. 
Many a careless feeding man might have mistaken it 
for a wedg* of pork, but as George’s gaze rested upon 
it, his hands' began to tfJmble and his eyes to fill with 
tears. His breathing became laboured and stertorous, 
and with every pas,sing second his agitation increased. 
Hayes glared at ‘him irf a mined state of anger and 
amazement, uncertain whether these were the 
symptoms of mere drunkenness or of some far more 
serious ailment, but even before he could put forth a 
restraining hand, the truth was demonstrated. Grasp, 
ing his plate" with temporarily palsied fingers*ah<r 
crooning and blubbering by turns, fat George 
staggered to his fe^t. Then turning towards the 
head of the table" and holding his portion of the 
current ‘course’ at "irm’s lencth for all to see, he 
bellowe;!: , * 

“■Veal! God, veal, And--/at veal! O father, 
father I This is the fifteeyith chaptet of Luke to the 

very ounce! Bless you—t-bless you-” But here, 

just where he should have fallen on his father’s heck 
and kissed him, his emotion overcame his physical 
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self-control and he«wched forwar/i''Mth a crash,upon 

■ the table, fat veal ana all 1 

When, G<!brge regained consciousness he was 
closeted in a* small writing-roo’m with his father and 

•Hayes, and his father, redly enraged, was writing out 
a cheque. * 

“For J5pur outrageous conduct to-nightf” declared 
the old,jjian, literally shaking wsth bitterness and 
fury, “ I absolutely despise you; bit for the sake of the 
mother that bore you, and in order to ^et you out of 
my sight, I give you this money. Nov^ go, jnd your 
companion with youj , • 

That white meat alone had ‘done it. But for The 
untimely appearance of that slice pf»fat veal, Horace 
assured me at •Kempton Park only thg other day, 
there is no telling what the aid gentlemdh would not 
have done for Georgc-»-taken him back entirely and 
given him a private office with an American desk in 
it at the works, and filled him hiS ‘ assistant some¬ 
thing,’ probably. • 

As a matter of fact it is better to bear proudly and 
philosophically the results of one’s errors than to 
attempt to regain a lost position by grovelling, and 
liicPe is more wisdonq in ^he mah wha treats 
Consciejjce as a friendly * tactician than in he who 
regards his moral sense of rightfand wrong only as a 
standard of rectitude. S 

For instance-, or for andtlier instance. 

#No alder acquainhifficc oriti racecour^se hayp I than 
Dr Gregory Riddle, ef Bloomsbury, wfiiom you your- 

■ self may kno^ by quite another name. The doctor, 
having an income that m<ye than satisfies his needs, 
ha's long ceased to look after his practice, whilst his 
Iqcat reputation is so strongly that of the racing man 
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and sp feebly thal'isf the grq^t physician that he is 
seldom sent for save in the most urgent eases—say 
when a resident of the same strget mistakes a,black 
coalscuttle for a mad retriever and attempts to shoot 
it with the fire-torigs. He always gives the samo 
prescription — a three-ounce ► bottle of magenta 
mixture; he invariably orders the same dift—a cup 
of barley-water arfd a ^m.ill thermometer <»'-ery two 
hours. In most Boarding-hou-.es of over a year’s 
standing, his diagnosis is as familiar as a household 
oath. , 

_*But, once out of^hi-i legitinjatc sphere* what a 
different chap is he! In the_ big boxing club his 
opinions on the raoe-its or demerits of the fighters arc 
invariably ?s correjtly based as they are openly 
expressed ; in the hot members’ enclosure’at the race¬ 
meeting he is either advising the owner of the 
favourite how to run his horse or else ^regaling a group 
of bookmakers wflth the’latestvstory. And at night, 
in the private card-room of the Newmarket hotel, his 
thundeling shout when he makes an ‘ abundance ’ at 
Solo, almost causes the fat grey stallions in Rosa 
Bonheur’s engraving, hanging on the wall, to throw 
up their heads and .start - pulling their half-claS 
attendants clean ^out of the show-ring. , 

Driving back to tdWn from Hurst Park after the 
racing on a Whitsun Monday, the doctor reined up 
for a parting glass at ‘the excel|ent Eyot Hotel—by 
which n^me a? well as 'ey anjl lither I may,'in this 
year of fresh 'crusades against*- licensed victuallers, 
mask a most familiar Ijostelry. For,' on licensed 
premises, sweepstakes on l^orse-races are grossly un¬ 
lawful ; yet, almost before the genial doctor had had 
time to wet both eyes, one of the prettiest barmaids 
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that ever pulled* <5ri » beer-engine wished to know 
whether he was going to take a one-pound ticket in 
her Deriay J)raw. .The list yras already nearly full, 
but the proprietor intended to admit about eight or 
nine more subscribers, which would] enable him to 
disburse one hundred and fifty pounds to the cfrawer 
of the Darby winner, seventy sovereigns tcTthe holder 
of thet..»cond, and fhirty tc^the^hird, an equitable 
apportionment which had only blen arrived at after 
much debate between all the priney>al ‘heads’ in 
Molesey. As the playful old doctor, who *vas none 
too sober, unloaded « little Wgljly-spiced chaff on^lhe 
barmaid while pullijig out his sovereign-case and 
finding a golden disc, a third character came ujSftn tlie 
scene in the pefson of a certain JValter Sleath. Now 
Walter w 3 s a very warm proposition in life’s great 
game, and much resembled what the Chicago campaign 
orator designated a ‘ Captain of Industry.’ But as he 
had known the doctoi'for as* long as that easy-going 
person had followed racing, he was^nstantly hailed by 
his front name and invited to take a share in the 
sweepstake, too. Racing men—even those who do 
no^race entirely from disinterested motives—rarely 
follow Poor Richard’s excellei»t rule of courfting two- 
thousa»d before pulling out a sovereign, and Walter 
Sleath readily flung down hisj n^pney and subscribed 
his name to the big ruled ^eard in space 243, im¬ 
mediately below thp name of Dr Riddle. None of 
the miny things that*subsequently h^pened on that 
Monday night in ari^ sense concern this narrative, the 
action of timich now pastes to the Hill at Epsom 
on the Oaks Day. f 

Cap-and-Bells had ju^t carried off the fillies’ blue 
riband in a canter, simply smothering her twenty less- 
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fancied opponent^.^^nd the hill/l«as alive with its 
accustomed din, dirt and vulgarity. On a spot which 
from the grand stand must have seemed bl^ck with 
vehicles, and where th*e plebeians and ‘pickpockets 
from St Giles’s swarmed round the wheels of the. 
coaches from St James’s, Dr .Gregory Riddle stood 
by an open luncheon basket, drinking cljampagne 
out of a.soda-watep tumbler. The doctor wa,s,blandly, 
inattentively inebsiatec?, though by no means de¬ 
pressed by the fact that he had had two-hundred-and- 
twenty tp twenty about Santa Brigida, the second 
favourite who finished npwhcre, ,.and he might even 
have been theerful if only one or other of the grooms 
could^have found lym aught to eat save superfluous 
Vienna rollj or stodgy bananas. As he .was only 
taking hillside pot-luck 'vith a most casuafi acquaint¬ 
ance, he could scarcely birlly the servants into 
producing one of the cold chickens or glazed tongues 
which his knowlec^fe of the wcjld tofd him had been 
secreted in the back p.irt of the boot for stable con¬ 
sumption ; but he had just asked rather [)ointedly if 
there was nothing else left, when a cheery and familiar 
voice behind him cried : 

“Wharf, my*doctor 1 . An^ starving, too? CdThe 
along to coach and /’//stake you to somq pigeon 
pie, or a lobster or something 1 ’’ 

It was Walter Sleath( and never had Walter Sleath 
been more welpome thhh at that moment. 

“ Backed Santa Brigidi, eh ?»\My word, you were 
on a dudl Sfimebody sent you a Marconi from 
* dreamland ? ’’ exclaimed ^eath, as he bA’e the doctor 
off through the gipsies and the gaping rustics to 
where, behind another coadh, the companions of his 
coach stood drinking. “H£re, boys, what have we 
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got left fn the wai^of Jtucker ? My friend Dr fiddle 
is famished! ” 

“ Here’s i beautiful j’int o’ lamb, never had a knife 
in it, Mr Sleath,” said the professional coachman, who 
was also the calfcrer, as he Hffed a tempting cold 
shoulder oift of the hamper. “ Henery, get out that 
mint saiipe what I put in the Johannis beetle; unless 
the do<rf,<jf would pryfer a thijmb-bit ? ” , 

But the doctor preferred an hdnest helping of the 
juicy cold sheepling, and the while Iv; stood and ate 
it (most of his new-found friends having pieanwhile 
clambered on to the; coach-tpp at the clanging of •the 
number-bell) Mr Sleath imparted som6 ifnlooked-for 
good-news. . . 

“ Gregory, my buck! ” cried he, slappijig the doctor 
on the bac<e, “ 1 owe you fifly pounds. 1 can’t give it 
to you here and now btcause I haven’t brought it with 
me, but to-morrow morning, and anywhere you like— 
always providing, of» course, that* we don’t get our 
necks broken, going home—it’s yo«rs! ” 

So unfeigncdly surprised was Dr Riddle that, 
inadvertently tilting his plate, he spilt about a gill of 
dark-brown mint sauce all down the front of his ashes- 
ot-roses trousers withouj noti(;ing it. 'He had not the 
faintc^J remembrance of* any monetary transaction 
whatever with Walter Sleath; b^t at the mention 
of the owing fifty he counttrfeited a facial expres« 
sion that was full of light^ hnd life. And Sleath 
continued; V . , 

“ Surely you’ve not forgotten the "Derby Sweep at 
the Eyot ? /Don’t you rejnember, lad, how we each 
took a chance in it, and. after several drinks, agreed 
that if either of us won if he should give the other a 
fiily-pun’ note ? Well, Mnged if I haven’t brought it 
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off, consequently I’ve got to gi,ve fifty of the very 
best!” 

All this was brand new to the doctor, but he solidly 
refrained from saying so. For one brief instant, truly, 
he and his conscience held an uneqhal struggle ; then ' 
conscience had to fall. Gregory Riddle smothered 
his scruples by reflecting that it would cost Walter 
Sleath nothing, wlftle it would more than p»'‘,‘i\is own 
pocket right over Santa Urigida, a consoling form of 
argument perfectly compatible with the views of the 
talented historian who excused Judas Iscariot on the 
ground of habitual intemperance. With conscience 
silenced, it was only a question of arranging a settle- 
menVtmd here the doctor’s fine commercial instincts 
shone like the light,at Gris Nez. Leading the way 
into the marquee of a sp6rting club of whi?h he was a 
member. Dr Riddle called for’ a bottle of wine, and, 
all aglow with joy, asked his companion : 

“ I suppose you haveift draVvn your winnings yet, 
Walter?" 

“No,’ answered Walter, “to-morrow will be time 
enough: where shall I be likely to find you in the 
afternoon ? ” 

“ I generally go to the Oxford on a Saturday after¬ 
noon,” replied Riddle. “ Suppose we call it the Oxford, 
and I’ll book a bsx. l.'Jit look here, I don’t want to 
se^m mercenary, but yda made the remark just now 
that there was. a remotd possibility of your getting 
your neclf broken on the' drive'’ftome; why n^St giVh 
me a bit of writmg of some sort ? ’ 

“ Ah, tkats where you show your sound common- 
sense, Gregory 1 ” cried Sleafh, in tones of undisguised 
admiration. “ That’s precisely what we should have 
done on Whitsun Monday: &at’s what I shall always 
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do in the future. An ilnderstanding that is not? worth 
jointly noting is not worth remennibering.” 

“ Quite s«,” assrtited the doctor, with as much 
warmth as a man plight decently use when the bargain 
was all on his side. Then, in order to take the..edge 
off his Seeming avidity’ he added, “ Why npt, just for 
form’s s^e, exchange such mera(jrandums of agree¬ 
ment nS<«r?” ' • , 

“ Just as you like,” said Sleath, with good-humoured 
indifference. “ It certainly would appear more equit¬ 
able to the eyes of my executors if your covenant was 
found amongst my j 5 aper,s.” * • . • •• 

Therefore a pen aifd a bottle of ink were borrowed 
of a kitchen cjerk, and Sleath, taking one oJ’^is' 
visiting-carols from his pockgj-bc^ik, inscabed it to the 
landlord of the Kyot Hotel. As soon as the inscrip¬ 
tion was dry he reversed the card and wrote: “ Eyot 
Hotel, Whit Monday, May 23, ’01. .Dear Sir,—In the 
event of my drawing tlie winning hprse in your Derby 
Sweepstake, in which I have just taken a ticket, be 
good enough to paj’ to my friend Dr Gregory Riddle 
on demand the sum of fifty pounds, and deduct the 
sanae from my prize-money.— Walter. G. S^LEATH.” 

Next the doctor took file |jen, and, following the 
phraseology of his friend, adi^cssed one of his own 
cards to the pro[)rietor of tha Xyot^ requesting him, 
in the event of his winning tjfa Sweep, to hand o'^er 
to “my friend, Mr/^alUtf. G. Sleatfi,” just half a 
hundrea pounds. * 

“ And noi^” said ^r Sleath as he tucked away the 
doctor’s cara inside his cigarette case, “just one more 
bottle as a Doc and Do^, for the bringing off of a 
fifty-to-none shot demands some sort of a headache in 
the morning 1 ” 
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How true, alas I 

Dr Gregory Riddle got to the Oxford very early 
on the afternoon of Saturday, June the‘eighth, but, 
though he purchased a private box, he could not sit 
in it.* As he remarked to an acquaintanse whom he 
met in the bar: “ I didn’t notice myself getting it at 
Epsom yesterday, -but I’ve had nineteen ^ins-and- 
milks and I’m blest-if I'feel ng\Ayet\” But it really 
was anxiety that affected him. As the afternoon 
wore on and Ihe milk supply gave out, the doctor 
became reckless. He went from bar to bar drinking 
‘ rattlesnake cocktails,’ which, as all the world knows, 
are the Only things that will assi milate with gin-and- 
nfitk^ He had to close his left eye m order to be 
able to see at all, and, ev"*! at that, all th'* barmaids 
and the bottles seemed to be interminably looping the 
loop. Finally he was turned out. 

The morning glory of a sunny ‘Sunday in the 
month of June is thrown away upon the man who, 
with a heroic determination to try and eat some 
breakfast, has only contrived to put down a brandy 
sour, so it was avarice—avarice tempered by a certain 
strange uneasiness—that prompted Gregory Riddle 
to send to the livery stables' in Guildford Street to 
hire a landau to take -him to Molescy. His night’s 
rest had done him ilarhi rather than good. Sleep, 
softieone, whose namo- .t.nd ranchmarks I have for¬ 
gotten, once observed, is iduch ^terrated. go^s 

to bed as'happyoas a grig, but awakes with feelings of 
the deepest sadness. All night he is kindly disposed 
towards everybody ;• in the morning he remembers 
how he hugged the night pcfiiceman, and he shudders, 
for now he simply loathes thS fellow. Thus he is wise 
who, eschewing the delusive Morpheus, sits up all night 
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Every hotel bar afeund Hampton Court' was 
warming^ w*th thirsty humanity on that lustrous 
Sunday morning; biit the enterprising proprietor of 
Jhe Eyot instantly came from behind his bar to 
welcome D* Riddle, who was a steady customer 
through'all seasons. , 

“ Scer^Slr Sleath lately ? ” the doetor asked, unable 
to dissemBJe his incre^ing anxietyi 
“ Oh yes! ” laughed the landlord wjth a significant 
Auckle. “He looked in on Friday nijht on his way 
back from Epsom. Lucky devil! I gave him his fifty. 
But there! you always were * a genercuB, wirftier, 
doctor.” ’ ^ 

“ A w-w-what;? ” stammered Riddle. ^ 

“ A big-Ti^arted winner, sir„ A? my daughter Tillie 
said, she’d bet a shilling.th^t, out of the hundred-an’- 
fifty which our sweep was worth, you’d go and give 
away nearer a hiflidred ^han anything else ! ” 

“ B-b-but, I thought —surely Mr, Sleath won the 
sweepstakes ? ” gasped the fluttered physician. • 

“ No fear! ” shouted the victualler ; with boisterous 
merriment. “ Who are you trying to get at, doctor ; 
•yo\i-»you drew Volodyovski: Sleath only puUcd out 
a blank 1 ” ‘ * 

One Aore question only did ^re gdrv Riddle ask : 

“ And when did Mr Sleath knovV that this was so?” 
“ Oh, over a week ago : daqp^it, he was here whife 
the swe^p was being J|awn 1^’ 



'chapter V, 

Some merntfries of^cil Street—As a * matchless situation*—The easy- 
going Dickie Dalzcll—Ilarjxmrs the Captain and the milliner— 
tk^nd the*bih«lous r>ld scftool-fellow—Also the har<»net—And Lady 
The storm passes—Of Kangaroo Hill—The Duke of 
—Of Dardisiarier—And a Government Lottery—Of 
honesty in the game of bHIiards—An adveiilu»e at Sajthjwn Park¬ 
in which Cillic Ilains - Kmerges from a barneyr-King's Head, 
Brighton, on a race niglit—Losing; a gold Frodsham—And re* 
gaining it—‘Haymakers*—A brother’s reckoning—In a Dniry 
Lane dressing-room —Hcrliert Campbell buys a comic song—The 
domestic troubles ^f Mr Kpewick-^-Told in his own letters—And 
hw taking-off. ^ 

In the sad process of reconstruct!up; that part of the 
southern side of the Strand which lies between 
Savoy Hill and Adam Street, there has been oblit¬ 
erated and lost to (rur^anity for ever a certain 
delightful thorotyjhfare that literally reeked with 
precious mcmdrico.* K: lived and died in shape a 
narrow-necked cul-de-i^c, its ground plan taking the 
form of a hUge anchow sauce bottle lying belly 
downwards, anjl it was tailed Cecil Street, fits sfte 
is now occupied by the eastern' wing of the Hotel 
Cecil, which fact alqne eiAinciates the excellent judg¬ 
ment and sound sense of tte good fellows—now, alas I 
mostly beneath earth’s crust—who made it their 
stamping ground some twenty years ago. For position 
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is, after all, the main point to the sane masculine 
'fllind. “ Xht»best rooms I ever had were in Jermyn 
Street," oned’observed Major Bob Hope-Johnstone 
^o a callow youth •who complained of the dearth of 
good rooms ‘in town. ‘‘ And what were the points 
about them ? ” asked the boy. “ Points ? ” soared the 
Major, jjjd^nantly. “ Points ^ Why, their matchless 
situation! When I wasn’t in the< Criterion I was in 
bed, and when I wasn’t in bed I was io the Criterion. 
1 should like to know what more ‘points’ yoij want!’’ 

Most of the housps in C,ecil Street were let as 
lodgings and were of varying grades of rOMj’ectabfflty, 
declining slightly towards the Thyn^s end. "^p by 
the ‘neck jof thev bottle,’ however, the landladies were 
more partic’ilar, and one or Uvo tenements even ran 
to solicitors’ offices on the ground floor. It is of one 
of these houses that 1 have first to speak. Its first- 
pair suite, consisting cf a siJting-raom, a bedroom, 
and a small kitchen, all faultlessly' furnished, was 
occupied by the very easiest-going gentlemsan in 
London. Since he still, happily, lives and strongly 
deprecates idle curiosity or impertinent gues.ses as to 
his identity, I must call him Dickie DalZell. His one 
great weakness lay in his utter inability to say “ No ’ 

' to a friend, the natural result ;»f ^^igh was that he 
was constantly in hot water o^ else emerging from it, 
lobster like, done to a degree, j Pt may ^ven be quite 
bejfond .^his own power (as^j it certainly would be 
opposed to his inclination) to enumeratt one tenth of 
•what he has offered and gope through on behalf of 
people with whom he has, in mafly cases, been only 
slightly acquainted. So Admirable a man belittled 
. the much-envied eulogium pbout loving ‘ his neighbour 
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had biit few vices, whilst the nian on his right in Cecil 
Street kept a faro-hell and the one on b«s left subsc' 
quently did ‘time’ for running a house of ill-fame. 

Into the smokehole at Simpson’s, came Dickie one, 
night, looking about as happy as a carp in a tub of 
bran. 

“ I am practically turned out of my own rooms to¬ 
night,” he said, sipping the excellent hot ^og which 
my friend Sam Pallant had instantly prescribed, “ but 
I daresay 1 will be able to get a bed at the Golden 
Cross. How does it happen ? Why, to begin with, 
an a,vfulljr .decent chc^j whom I met at Hurlingham, 
a Captain Knoyvljon, has come up unexpectedly 
uom Poiegate. You may know him; he is some sort 
of a compar.y-prom6ter.and lives at Poiegate, though 
he also keeps a bedroom at his club. No? Oh, 
well, he’s a very nice chap, I assure you. He has the 
misfortune to be married, though; a'.id that’s how it 
comes about that he is lying doggoh in my bedroom 
at this moment. Instead of returning to Poiegate 
yesterday as he should have done, he preferred to 
take one of his favourite pikes dc patisserie —a Court 
milliner., I think she is, up in Mayfair—out to dhiner, 
and it seems that his' anguished wife, who had all 
along suspected-somi^hing of the kind, spotted the 
pair of them as they emerged from the Cafd Royal. 
As my bad luck wou!&, have it, they hopped into a 
hansom and came, as ha^ as tJ^ye horse could, gallop, 
to the Slrand,Tiotiy pursued, in another and a better 
< hansom, by the injured lawful consot;^ The poor 
lady overshot them as tliey tore into trie Strand, a 
blunder which they took t instant advantage of by 
paying off their cabman and doubling across the road, 
but not before madame^s cabby had twigged the trick. 
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This idiot raised a tegular hue-and-cry, aitd by 
-atanding up Qn his dickey, managed to keep the flying 
pair iw ^ighl until they fled round my corner like 
hares, and—got to ground! Of course they’re safe 
enough whqre they are, but madame, who only, lost 
them aS they rounded* the turn for home^ is pacing 
the top of Cecil Street like a bear ribbed of her cubs, 
and wift pttjbably mount guaitl t^erc till she starves 
the quarry out! ” 

“Looks lik: the sitting-room sofa^or Dickie,” I 
said. •* » 

“Nay,’even that Is debart-ed> me ; at.jeast fo» to- 
jjight,” he replied, bringing out the last T.’-irds as 
though heartily ashamed of his* own impuissafic*. 
“ An old li^oolfellow ol mine, Millie Wjndham, has 
turned up, as tight as,twenty lords! lie is in dis¬ 
tinctly serious trouble, and has apparently been trying 
to drink himsc'/ into^a traijpe. Though he is well 
enough able to walk, he cannot keep his eyes open, 
and he persists in mistaking me for his w/onged 
spouse. Keeps on calling me ‘Flo, dear Flo,' and 
going down on his knees and promising that he ‘ wiU 
faithfully give her up ’ if only he is giyen ‘ one more 
chance, just one more I ’ • I^’s jlbsitivcly distracting: I 
shall have to give up my rooms if it,goes on. Mean¬ 
while, here I am without a bed to-We on! ” 

This was, however, but a tritling difficulty, and was 
.soon got over. They, founrf him a bldroom at the 
Charing Cross; but my prineipal anxigty was‘to follow 
, this interesting farc^to its finish, and it came on the 
morrow. / * 

At somewhere about eleven o’clock next morning 
Wyndham awoke and realised where he was. Getting 
up and knocking at the laxlroom door to apologise to 
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Dickii Dalzell for his outrageous conduct of the 
previous night, Wyndham aroused the cijptain. Con¬ 
fusion ! — apologies — mutual explanations. Even 
whilst these were in progress Dickie himself returned, 
and brought the good news that there were no signs 
whatever of Mrs Knowlton at the top of the street. 

“Bravo! and three times bravo!" cried the poor 
captain,touch relieved.s- “Then if you two Aiflows are 
agreeable—nay, I shall insist upon it—we will adjourn 
in a body to Verrey’s for breakfast, for, speaking 
personall-/ and quite selfishly, a real good bottle of 
wine is just rtow a neeesshry-de-Ki-vie to mej as Mark 
Twain !" 

, “ If you don’t fnifid,” interposed Dickie, timorously, 
‘ letting me nave my* bedroom for about tqn minutes, 
iust to change my clothes in ? ” 

So Captain Knowlton and the little milliner stepped 
out into the sitting-room to discuss v; pid generalities 
while the host apologised for temporarily closing his 
own bedroom door. 

Perhaps ten—certainly not more than twelve— 
minutes had elapsed, when a sudden nrshing of feet, 
first in the hall below and then upon the stairs, caused 
the threO guilty souls ii/that sitting-room to start up 
and fix their eyes, with one accord, upon the oaken 
door. Instinctively- tfiey felt that something was 
atx>ut to happen. Nearer drew the footsteps—nearer 
—nearer ; then—crash 1 The door flew open and a 
hatless man rushed in. He was'a fine, athletii cha^, 
all boiling with excitement and nltarly out of breath. 
Hastily scanning the^roorrf, and not findft.\g what he 
sought, he bellowed: 

“ Speak up—quick 1 WhAe the devil is Dalzell ? " 

Three tongues obstinatel^ adhered to three hard 
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palates and gave uo answering sound, but three right 
,bands were ^raised and three trembling forefingers 
pointed 'to ihe bedroom door behind which Dickie 
Dalzell, in the most blissful innocence, was understood 
to be changing his raiment. One? tug from the h^tlcss 
agitated Hercules brought the half-locked bedroom 
door wide open and discovered Dickie, faultlessly clad 
in a frock*coat suit of darkiA gjey materisfl, busily 
withdrawing his loose change from the pockets of the 
clothes in 'vhich he had appeared *on the previous 
night. 

“ HeaV’n be praiSed that? I. have fji^und yrja at 
homp!” cried the big man, flinging himself upon 
Dalzell and lifting that unfortunafe ’{lerson bodily off 
his feet. *‘‘‘Into bed with you, dothes s^id all! My 
life itself depends upon it! *bo, so I Briefly, Dickie, I 
have been out all night and there’s sheol to pay, but 
you must and -can get me out Qf it. Now mind, 
you’re supposed to have been run over by an omnibus 
last night—compound fracture of both thigl^s—and 
I’ve been sitting up with you. Egad 1 I hear my wife 
coming up the stairs even now I ” 

By this time Dickie had been thrust into the 
rumpled bed and forcibly covered with the bedclothes. 
So sudden had his capture been thjt his right hand, 
which protruded meekly from the-aheets, still grasped 
some gold and silver coins. Iljs captor flopped down 
heavily upon the bedside and^promptly assumed a look 
of solicitude that was tar mere intense jdian reasonable, 
and contrasted strdligly with the expression of sur¬ 
prise and steering which tht vietjm wore. 

.There strode into the outer room at this moment 
an imperious matron literllly bristling at the prospect 
of ^ ‘scene.’ She was I the sort of woman whose 
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vanitj- was flattered and whose jealous spite was 
gratified at finding herself in the brut|l position c-' 
being able to demand the instant dismissal of a 
mistress, and so great a hurry was she in to play 
her r^U that only a very small amount of judicious 
duplicity was sufficient to entangle her intellecc. The 
two fully-pressed men and the girl witti her hat and 
gloves on, who vjere ^o obviously anxious ’ callers 
waiting in the sitting-room, supplied the ‘dope’ and 
completely tui;ned the trick. In five short seconds 
the lady's bearing underwent a consummate meta¬ 
morphosis 

“ Is—c.'—anyone with Mr Dal/cll besides ^ir 
Roland?” she asKed, impersonally, of the guilty 
trinity; and'the sh.ewd Knowlton, who nad over¬ 
heard the hasty menace with which the host was 
crowded into bed, answered quietly; 

“ No, madame, but we are mo^mcntarily expecting the 
doctor.” 

Lady Roland stepped through the open door into 
the bedroom just as Dalzeli, to escape fresh and un¬ 
known developments, closed his eyes. The penitent 
woman stooped down to pick up from the carpet and 
place upon the dressing-table, two sovereigns, a florin, 
a sixpence and a threepenny-bit—apparently Dalzeli 
had been run ovt. on Tom Tiddler’s ground—and, 
approaching her hu.sband, said: 

‘‘Roland, T ask your-parcjpn. Let us return to' 
breakfast and' you can «call and inquire as' to Mr 
Dalzell’s condition later in the d.\y, after the doctors 
have seen him.” , ’ \ 

How gracefully, and yet how naturally, did Roland 
yield I It is among weak men that you find obstinacy, 
not among the strong; altllough Sir Roland’s com* 
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pliance had all the meijts and deficts that come with 
.this form of marital submission, for, with a bow, he 
answered; * 

“ Blanche, you have my full forgiveness and I will 
return with you. »But not before I have pledged my 
word tp m^ poor friend here to sit and watch by him 
through the long hours of to-morrow night! ” 

If any moral is to be deduced •from this .veracious • 
incident (which 1 deem it expcdiAit to thus discreetly 
terminate), it surely is that wedlock, played slow, is 
a far more interesting and scienWfic ^me than 
politics, .or even B»idgc; hut I bid you cross‘the 
roadway with me tq the door*of No. ' 4 ^ * 

'■* HFlere, in the days of which I« h*ve been writing, 
lodged / Arthur William Hill, facetiously styled 
‘ KangaroS,’ in playful sHusion to his trouserial 
rotundity and his teftiporar>- sojourn in New South 
Wales; and a skilled and gentlemanly e.xponent of 
turf literature was ht, thohgh ilhconventional to a 
fault and having as little vena-ation for ancient 
lineage as a chicken born in an incubator. • He was 
at school, for instance, with young William John 
Arthur Charles James Cavendi.sh-Bentinck, and after 
being out of England for mjny yeaft, recognised his 
frienr^ in a portly gentleman who was pounding 
across Newmarket Heath on a co^l-black cob. “ Hi 1 
Bentinck, hi 1 Pull up, dash you 1 ” he shouted as the 
- horseman swept by, whils> ^ome brother scribbfers 
suitably shocked, o*»affccting to be,.told him who il 
was. “ What, is ju the buke of ‘Portland ? ” cried 
Kangaroo^with nlw hope* “ Why, the last time vfi 
were out'together I lent thfe beggar five bob!’ 
which was the schoolhoy%act At one time anc 
another Hill contributiid “ Vigilant’s Note Book ” t( 
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The Sportsman, tJie leading article tO The Newcastle 
Dailp Chronicle, and for a time he edited The Man-^ 
cluster Sporting Telegraph. Since I waL at thaj time 
rather more seriously engaged in reporting events of 
the racecourse than I ever yearn to be again, we had 
many tastes in common, and one of these was for 
chopping and steaking at the Teutonic grill-room in 
the Strand, which, under the rule of ^Mr James 
Darmstatter, was house-of-call for racing men, a 
rendezvous of litterateurs, a home-from-horae for 
the sons of ther Fatherland, a p'rfect little Klondyke 
to cadgers, and a sort of registry office for actors out- 
of-coKar. • 

In this hospitable drum we were ensconced' O.iC 
night discussing the racing of the coming yeek. It 
is easy to talk of EpsSm /or a considerable time, and 
Hill and I may have jabbered away for an hour or 
more without noticing that a small intelligent Teuton, 
with eyes as brightly bhae as> Mis tangtry’s and a 
wealth of ginger hiir, a little alien who from time to 
time buried his features in a glass tankard with a 
metal lid and came up dripping like a dog that has 
zealously forded a river to fetch hack a sixpenny 
walking-ftick, vras listening intently to all that was 
said. The crowning point<camc when Hill casually 
mentioned the word ‘sweepstakes,’ whereupon the 
little man first begged pardon for interrupting us, 
thdh apologised for overhearing what he thought we 
were talking about, and wound <ip by inquiring if we 
were in any way»connecte3 with tffie “ State Lottery 
for the Derby Race ” ? , r 

This was far too rkh to be missed, so,\aking the 
initiative in something like a hurry, I informed the 
little chap that his power of. discernment was truly 
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marvellous : that we woi e indeed the two authpriscd 
^ents of the great House of Commons Sweepstake, 
drawn for annually on the eve of the great race at 
Epsom. “ But, there," I concluded (utterly failing to 
call to mind what was the German equivalent for 
‘ Get out! ’) as I gave him a dig in the ribs, “ some¬ 
body or other has pointed us out to you!” Here 
Hill sensibly took up the running with a graphic 
description of the committee room, with Mr John 
Morlcy and Mr Chamberlain writing out the tickets 
and Mr Balfour shaking them up in Sir> William 
Harcourds silk hat. His humorous acqpupt of how 
Lord Rosebery once •pulled the lining itself out of 
Sir William’s beaver gave rise to much laughter- 
“ Poor dJai olo Sir William 1 ”, laughed Hill, the 
tears streaming down his flit cheeks. 

Then the German asked how much apiece were the 
tickets, and wai^, told one guinea. ^ He proceeded to 
pull out a fat, grandmotherly purse encircled by an 
elastic band ; but before opening it, he explained in 
more or less convalescent English that he was the 
very soul and embodiment of superstition in all 
matters where chance was concerned, having been 
made so by the fact that, he o.rce upon a tilde drew 
the big prize in the Great Imperial Lottery of Scidlitz- 
powderburg, or something like it, ou- a ticket numbered 
seven-hundred-and-seventy-seven. If he could put- 
fBase a similarly numbered-ticket in otir lottery he 
Wife theje with the gilinea, but not otherwise. 

Hill pulled out oj his pocket the familiar blood- 
red penny ^emorantlum bdbk ruled with cash-lines 
in which his landlady made weird entries for milk 
and coals and whisky—but mainly whisky—and, 
rapidly turning over several leaves witli his moistened 



I'aa ’ PITCHER iS PARADISE 

• • 

fingeijs, announced that ticket No. 777 had not yet 
been sold. The little German was highly delightejJ^ 
Not only did he plank down his guinea (Jn tMfc counter 
along with his name and address, neatly written on a 
page torn from his metallic note-b&ok, but he insisted ' 
on us joining him, “ shoost wor luck, eh in three 
funnel-sha*ped glasses of some beastly Bavarian joy- 
producer which they kept in a green bottle'on the 
top shelf behind {he special sausages which, aided 
by the heat of the gas, were acquiring their second 
flavour. • Escaping at leiigtn with our lives, we 
a(^oyrne^, tf Romano’s Ho buy h bottle of wine and 
a couple of weeds with the guinea. 

. It may have bteh close upon an hour later that, as 
the weeds burned Ipw and the late* laiitented Otto 
presented the bill, KSSg.iroo turned on me and 
remarked with censorious severity: 

“ Pitcher, I think that this joke has ,;<)ne far enough." 

“The guinea itself will go no further, will it?” I 
inquired. 

“No,” said he, “ eighteen pence to Otto balances 
:he deal. But what I mean is that we’ve had a good 
augh out of the little fool of a German who thought 
hat thi British Govornincnt sent lottery touts out 
nto the bars of the Strand, and now it’s timetto end 
t.” * - 

In what way ? ” , 

“ We must go and ^ive him back his guinea, 
mswered Hiilf “ and e.xpl^in tfiSt the whole ajfair vtas 
>nly a joke.’’ I 

"This did, I must admif, seem to me to^e a wofully* 
ecble ending to the deal, and one that, so far as I was 
:oncerned, wanted an immensity of thinking over. 
A'hetber the little Teuton n^tb the blue eyes and the 
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nflamed hair chose to regard it as a mad wild ^st or 
0 oked upon it as the most dismal thing that had 
:otne’un3er Jiis observation since the historic failure 

the sauerkraut crop, was of far less moment to me 
than the lyimiliating prospect of •re-entering Darm- 
Btatter’S with my tail tetween my legs and tamely 
explainirIJj to an unfriendly alien that I* had been 
monkeying with his money, llie risk of being 
arrested as a felon was for once more acceptable than 
the prospect of posing as an abject fbol. Meanwhile 
Hill was becoming mighty impatienf. Aiready he 
hfid haufed the sunS of ten* and sixpeiv:e,out j)f*his 
pnrke t and laid it on'the marble table for me to cover 
with a similar sum, but, as I madd nO sign of staking, 
he took^t jh his palm again, ansi, with sbme petulant 
remark about the folly ot practical joking where 
money was concerned, got up and walked out of 
Romano’s, and iack it^o Darmstayor’s, 1 following. 

Darmy’s was still packed when we re-entered it; 
indeed, the place seemed hotter and smokier than 
ever. The grill-cook had done for the night, and the 
waiters were reversing the chairs and putting them on 
the«ables. Hut our little Teuton, who^on the strength 
of having once set all Scidlitzpowderbur^ talking 
with his thaler ticket, had joined our mythic sweep, 
had gone. As Hill heard the news from Hermann, 
jjfe waiter, his countenance f(dl. A contingency bad 
arisen for which he was ^ot prepared. He turned 
on me> abruptly and said he should make a clean 
breast of tlte whol|| affair to Darmy and leave him to, 
square it^ith his fellow countryman as best he 
might. Still I said nothing. 

“ Darmy,* Hill began, turning round and catching 
the merry little by the lappel of his coat • 
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“ Binstcad and I have somethii.g to say to you. Come 
here.” 

Darmy only blinked at us through the-smdke 'of his 
cigar, and allowed himself to be led a little way aside. 
Then Hill unwou.id his very yelfow narrative. He 
enlarged upon the opening facfthat our subscriber from 
the Fatherfand (with whom, by the way, Djtrmstatter 
was very well acquainted) really brought the thing upon 
himself by pitchforking himself into our conversation 
at the mention of the word ‘ sweepstake.’ From one 
point to a.iother he went, uiUlP he told how, we never 
dreaming .(hat such a thing woifld ever happen, the 
little German pulled out his purse and insisted on 
buying ticket No. 7 / 7 1 

“.Ach, and so he puyed der dicket,'dia'hd?” cried 
Darmy, much interested.' 

“ He did.” 

“ So! Now you know what / do ? " 

“No." 

Like a flash he dived his right hand into his 
trousers pocket, and pulled out a sovereign and a 
shilling. 

“ Den I dell you : I dakes nomber sefen-unnert-wnd- 
•sefendy-rt^/r/, .sec!” c.ied he. “Dot udder feller’s 
de luggiest feller in Chernianj', bot perhaps he might 
choost miss it py one, see ? ” 

Jliil, who had turned as blue as indigo, glanced at 
me nervously, but my sup'ferior size, my grim glare ot 
determination, and a wink (ull of deep meaning,^ettlell 
it Darmstattcr had No. 778 1 ■ 

To admit that I had sotfte difficulty in bilking poor 
Kangaroo’s confession will act as a salve to ray soul. 
His love of a barney was, unlike my own, weaker 
than his strict observance pf the laws of meum et 
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tuum ; though, to be sifre, he had one or two jqucer 
ijjeas where billiards were concerned. 

“ It's Enough to sicken one of going straight, 
Pitcher,” he remarked to me one night on my return 
to town aftj:r a we'ek’s strenuous 'rtoursing at Altcar. 
“Do yiSu remember my telling you before you went 

away whSt a moral that billiard-handicap at B-’s 

was for' me ? ” • ♦ ^ 

“ I do,” I said; then, warned by his lugubrious 
tone, I added, “ but course, to ha\fe made it a real 
cert, you ought to have squared the marker.’* 

“ I aViiSquare the fnarker!'’ hp almostiyeilsd,," and 
tlwt’.‘vjust it. I got into the semi-final right enough, 
but the night we played the semi-final they rang in a 
new mallei' an"!! I got beat by»over t\<^enty points. 
No more honesty at billiards for me.” 

But, with the mention of barneys, I have strayed 
from the pleasant purliqp of Cecil Street and I cannot 
turn back. For the memory of a bygone barney 
carries me to Esher. 

It fell upon a certain bright and glorious Saturday 
afternoon in quite a recent July when all that was 
bravt and still left in town, and nearly was 

beautiful, were mixing on the lawn and bathing in the 
sunshine on the hillside sacecourse at Sandown Park 
—a form of mixed bathing to *which the most 
puritanical could scarcely takq offence—that I toijk 
twenty pounds to five about 6. winner: Ichi Ban in the 
R6yal handicap. Tttough not a transactioa of such 
^magnitude as to caufe one’s brain to reel or one’s hair 
to stop growing, it still was’ a step most distinctly in 
the right direction ; so, having lingered a moment to 
touch up Mr William Forster’s bolt of banknotes to 
the tune of a pony, I was about to turn in the direction 
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of the justly popular canteen; when whom should 1 
behold at my elbow but that eccentric genius, ifr 
Billie Harris. Attired in a sort of Meat**Ma!'kef com¬ 
promise for evening-dress, by which a black alpaca 
frock did duty foi the regulatidti swallow-tails (a 
costume in which I verily believe he sleeps), the great 
little sausage-maker stood glaring thoughtfully at the 
sun, as though the g^eat luminary were alone re¬ 
sponsible for that morning’s rise in the price of pork. 
Billie, in his saule suit and contemplative pose, cut 
so gracefal and imposing a figure that, to my mind, 
he supplied an eloqqpnt and indisputable dnswer to 
Lord Rosebery’s old question, “Why should not a 
committee of thi. Royal Academy gather together in 
order to find somejchaste and interestfhg' national 
costume, in which the distinguished men of the nine¬ 
teenth century might descend to posterity ? ’’ 

It was to me intensely interesting to gaze upon this 
pensive, pork-fed philosopher, attired in careless but 
howling defiance of the strangely finical bipeds over 
the rails in the Members’ Enclosure, the creatures who 
habitually changed their clothes at least four times 
each day, whilsf he who held London’s sausage trade 
in the palm of his hand stood there clad in the garb 
of night, blandly oblivious »of ell save the remote 
possibility of a weakening market in hog’s flesh. 
Mpst willingly would ,I have passed along, leaving 
Billie Harris Ho his mental speculations, but that 
there came upon the scepe just then two of God’s 
irreclaimables, whose furacious fingers itched for 
plunder, and whose mutual gaze was fixed upon the 
large and lustrous diamond stud which scintillated 
like a captured star in a firmament of Smithfield 
shirt-front 
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Now both these meitwere old offenders, and one 
hfd but one eye, yet so vigilant and observant was 
that soliEary* optic that its owner was the chosen 
‘ spotter ’ of a most relentless band of racecourse pick¬ 
pockets. I, had had previous experience of hiip in 
the towh of Brighton, wlierc, after the races one night, 
he and Ais mob rattled a friend of mine named 
Garrett ageJinst the i;*on shutfers ^of the jeweller’s at 
the corner of West Street, and deprived him of a fine 
old family tu-rnip. -Garrett had, however, the presence 
of mind to yell after the retreating thieves, Ss, on the 
appcaranfce of somc*constalJlcs*thcy cut up tlj,e &ill 
lijfe V, for leather, “ A tenner for it back to-morrow, 
and I shall be in Tattersall’s! ” ft w^s a sentimental 
sum to ;t?fq;’’bul it brought die wmteh ba<^, eventually. 
Eventually, I repeat, Ijecause certain formalities had 
to be gone through. Firstly, as Garrett and I stepped 
out of a fly at tke Graijd Stajjfl gate on the following 
day, a perfect stranger came b^ind us and said 

hurriedly, “ Bung that tenner to - ^- 

(mentioning the name of a well-known ready-money 
bookmaker, since deceased) .ind yer clock shall be 
with* him directly after the first race,” and instantly 
disappeared. Straight -to thb bookie — a perfectly 
honesPman—we wont anrJ deposited the note, stating 
at the same time thal|€hc missing chronometer was a 
e/jjd-cased half-hunter by Frodsham. But on return¬ 
ing, when the first winner had been ^aid over, the 
kind intermediary only shook his he%d; • 

“ They w^ant a fkller description,” he said, with a 
stolidity that acquined him of ^ny perception of the 
humour of the situation. 

But Garrett, anxious as he was to regain his 
property, laughed aloud., “ Ton my word, old man! ” 
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cried jie, “ they couldn’t be md-e specific or distinctive 
if they represented Scotland Yard itself.',’ t 

* Specific my aunt! ” snarled the booWe, somewhat 
nettled; “ they’re on’y takin’ pains to meet you as 
you’re ameotin’ theln—in a gentlemanly way. They’re 
anxious that you should get'the right dock,' which 
ain’t such an easy matter considerin’ they’ve'got seven 
Frodshams, an’ all ^alf-iiunters.” ' 

o 

Ten minutes later, in company with the bookie and 
across the course, Garrett was pf.nittcd to pick his 
Frod.shan. from six otherS nestling in a red cotton 
handkerchief. ’ 

But, back to my Sandown barney. , 

Even as I c<mtemplated turning awa^ from the 
gorgeous sausage-mal ;r,^I noticed that the oneUamped 
knight was directing the attention of his more fortunate 
accomplice to the glistening gem; wherefore I said, 
quietly and unosttjntat'ously to Harris ; 

“Billie, my buck, take a gCKjd look at those two 
johnnies behind me, and then come into the bar 
and have a small spot by way of a corrective.” 

Which Billie in due order did ; and a.s a pint of 
Pommery crearped out into two tumblers, I further 
observed*: 

“ Bill, you are just now enjoying the di.stinctibn of 
being as keenly shadowed as ever an Irish .Secretary 
waj, and all on account of that solitaire in your shii^j 
front As soon as you step out of this bar those two 
getabits who were gazing.at you just now will gel 
pp a dud or barney fight ri^ht undbr your very nose, 
while the rest of their mob wilf stand around as 
though they hadn’t seen a fight for so long that 
they’ve forgotten the smell of arnica. And when it 
is all over and the dust has cleared away, that rare 
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and priceless head-light of yours will be missing. 
Sawvec ? ”, , 

Billie noddeTi his head significantly; and inserting 
,his right hand into,his waistcoat y,ith a suddenness 
that caused even the middle-aged sophisticated race¬ 
course barmaid to blush, and gripping the*diamond 
firmly with his left, he quickly unscrewed the coveted 
stud into two pieces-^-the jewellod screw and the 
eighteen-caret shank. Then, with aq alacrity that 
partly explait'.cd hSi. fieJcls were won* in the early 
morn where they battled o’er the beeves, \villiain 
whipped out from a breast-pocket of the alpifca frock 
a blue ticket for a concert to be gjycn in aid of the 
widdy an(} cjjilfliren of a one-time poli<^-constable, 
and through«this bit ot card sfrewed the precious 
ornament. Once again, did his right hand vanish, 
and this time into the shirt-front itself 

“There," said fie, beaming,i^s Ite withdrew the 
paw again, and twisted his body with a queer and 
skittish wriggle, “ I’ve dropped it down my singlet, 
and as that goes into my pants, and my pants go into 
my socks, I couldn’t even get at it myself without 
taking my boots off in the train. Now let us have 
another little pint." * . 

• “ NayTlater on,” saiS I; ^for thcre^oes the bell for 
the numbers, and they tell me it’s a pinch for the 
Ei.'Wia filly. Don’t go too far “away.” * 

fje did not; and prigcypally for the most excellent 
reason that he no sooner got'outside the buffet door 
than the one-eyed majji and his accomplice reapj^ared 
from opposite directions. Billie .strolled obliquely 
forward into the sunshine, • half turning as he went, 
which brought the conspirators, who always keenly 
realise the wisdom of keeping moving, clear acro.ss 
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my ISows, When the precious pair got a full front 
iriew of their intended victim the first thing that stnwk 
them both was the absence of the gem ?hey hankered 
after. There was no diamond |here now—nothing 
but a crumple right across the shirt and a blurred fresco 
of finger-marks around the gaping buttonhole. 

“ Lordlummy, .Harrj^,” said the two-eyed man in 
a rather audible whisper, borne straight into my ears 
by the summef breeze which was blowing my way, 
“You done that a treat! ^Wh-i'b is it?” 

. The one-eyed man grinned feebly for a second or 
so, then'frowned and answered: 

“ Whadderyer mean ? I ain’t got it.” 

“ You ain’t got it?” repeated ihe.hig fe'low, very 
gravely; “tlien tjh'ire,\f it? Mark me/ I^arry, the 
last workman that tiied to put the cross on me, 
I-” 

The bully showed I.*!.- teetlrand dlew his fist back, 
menacingly, but the one-eyed ’un only growled with 
stolid .candour: 

“All I know is, I ain’t even handled it, so 
there 1 ’’ 

For,an instant they glared at each other' like 
fighting terriers in the, ‘ pit ’ of some Shoreditch 
tavern frequented by ' the fJkncy'; then, with an oath, 
the big ’un sent his right fist buzzing at the spotter. 
But, with consistent'vigilance, the one-eye sawfajt 
coming, and’ its owner did ,t)ie cuckoo-in-the-clpck 
trick—sft-uck'and then ducked. Almost tfefore the 
aggressor regained his, balance', the aggrieved got 
into action with .a rattling hot blow, which the 
Yankees who from time to time do battle at 'the 
N.S.C. term a “corkscrew punch in the slats," bul 
before lie could follow up^his advantage he lost it 
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The big man, foully red-tongued, and judging his 
didtan(;e tp thp hundredth of an inch, handed out a 
regular haymaker—so called from the fact that the 
.recipient of the Ijlow, on subsequently regaining 
consciou|ne«, invariably believes that he has been 
up in a hay-loft looking for eggs—and the pair went 
down together. ^ • 

Then it was that the police saw the necessity for 
closing in, and—well, a surging mob o£ a hundred or 
so is a thing I usually steer clear of. • As Jhe con¬ 
stables bor^e the battered, blecc^ng combatants through 
the turnstilfs and away to the batk of the Ifuildlngs, 
where ^the t^porary lock-up ^nd^ the jockey’s 
ambulance-rogift nestle together, Billie fame back 
to me, and, winning his fingeis wimbly over^iis pockets 
and his brace-buttons, observed, ingenuously; 

“ I’m happy to say that I don’t think I’ve lost 
anything, but—w^ll, for'a mci? bafney, they did go 
a bit, didn’t they?” • 

There are, however, many other barneys than "those 
which terminate in handing one’s fellow atoms ‘ hay¬ 
makers ’; and one that w.as prettily conceived and 
artistically embroidered was t]iat whfch wai once 
expertly unloaded on hjy good friend Herbert 
'Campb^L No matter just how lon^ ago it was; let 
us speak of events as events, not as milestones—much 
as awtertain good Pelican of fifWen years ago replied 
to ^ fellow bird who,had enquired what was the 
diflferened in age between His brother and‘himself. 
* Why, blest if I caij tell you,” quoth he, “ but you 
can judge pretty well for yourself ;• when he was born 
I whs just old enough to ciMdlc his nurse! ” 
Pantomime was playing at Drury Lane, with 
Herbert Campbell and I^arry Nicholls as the two 
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:rum^ cards. The quiet, unobtrusive humour of 
Nicholls made an excellent foil to thw more job«st 
style of Campbell—though, to be only just, who that 
is old enough to remember Herb<i''t’s soulful addresses 
to-^ 

“ Miss Maud Priscilla 
, Jemima Miller, 

Who tdKes in a lodger or two,' 

At Paradise Villa, Paiadise Square, 

• Opposite Paradise; View,” ^ 

can have doubted thqt he hrrs felt thq tendresse 
whidi IdU Rochefoiicauld to say: “ Le fi'ission fait 
souvent un fon^ da, plus habile hoiiiiue ” .1 

Anyway,,the Campbell-Nicholls drcr.vng-foom was 
shared by Victor Stevuoi, and, with WaltVr Slaughter 
there as often as not, practical joking came like shelling 
peas, more especially since Campbell had unguardedly 
remarked that hfc w.-fii sadly" in ne?d of a few good 
songs with which to re-open at the halls at Easter. 
Incidentally he obscrvctl, too, that he never re¬ 
membered a time at which there was a greater dearth 
of good song-writers. 

That very' eveniqg Nicholls and Stevens and 
Slaughter hatched a plots^' 

On the second afternoon after that there was a roll 
of manuscript music, tied with string and superscribed 
‘■■H. Campbell, Esq., T.R.D.L., stage door. “No 
answer,” lying amongst the many letters which ,en- 
cumberefl Campbell’s drtssing-table, and thVee pairs 
of mischievous eyes watched him as he tore thtf 
wrapper off. 

“ Hullo I by Jove 1 a ne^ song-writer at last! ”■ he 
cried, picking up a small, folded note which fell from 
the manuscript And he re^d it aloud: 
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“ Mr H. Campbell. 

“Dear Sir,— 1 now take pen in hand to say that Having 
long wijhed^o wste a song for you and believing 1 can fit you 
to a dot, I beg to submit enclosed. Though only an amateur, 
being a brassworker by profession but also singing in the 
‘choir at St Atjgustine’s*Southwark, I don’t think 1 have gpt a 
bad ear for music, as brasswrwkers go, while, as regards poetry 
I h»ve already had a sidesphtter entitled ‘ Don't chalk your cue 
before a lady’ .accepted by Mr Arthur Roberts. In conclusion, 
the price of herewith ballad,’if required, is sen shillings down and 
half copyright fees if published, slnare and share alike and act 
straight, never having't -en guilty of a dirty*trick and hoping 
you enjoy the same great blessingf^ remain, resj5ectfuliy yours, 

. • , “J. B.,Pipewick.”* 

• * » 

“ PS^^A re'p.^i^addressed c/o Mrs Williams, tobacconist and 
fancy, Southwark Park Road, S.E., will fin^ ally time.” 

— . . 

On the Suggestion of SlhSghter—the arch con¬ 
spirator!—who forcibly* took the manuscript out of 
Campbell’s hand,^he melody was tried at the piano¬ 
forte, and pronounced excellent. Tver were the verses 
one whit behind the tune: they banned perfectly, 
were intensely funny, and positively contained no 
allusion whatever either to mothcrs-in-law, the minor 
insectj of Margate, or the traditional sanctity of St 
John’s Wood—rare qualities indaed in a modertf comic 
song! .Campbell wa§ siinjSly delighted with it, and, 
despatching his dresser to the Strand»for the necessary 
postal-orders, remitted Mr Pipewick his money that 
ver^ afternoon. 

"She next day brought a letter of ackaiowl^dgment 
from Pipewick, who not only reiteratefl his gratitude 
but declared himself to be ^ ‘fully persuaded that he 
had struck his proper groove that *he had decided to 
give up brasswork altogether. “ For if I can knock¬ 
off a ten-shilling song in less than one hour," he said. 



^34 


PITCHER m PARADISE 


“ I reckon that by working oi ly ten hours a day and 
six days a week to make ;fi56o a year, and, as house¬ 
hold expenses, etc., are under £ 6 o, the e is‘no reason 
why I should not put by the iTiSOO. In ten years, 
being only twenty-six at the present writing, this 
would-” 

But Campbell crushed the letter up and threw it in 
the fire. 

Three days, during which a musician arranged 
band-parts to the melody, rolled,,by; then came an 
unexpected letter from th.»-Southwark lyrist Opening 
with many apologies, it continudd: 

“ It galls pe like sin to admit it, but I am hungry and I 
now wish that I had thought twice before chuclypg up the brass¬ 
working which if only poorj^v naid is anyway mor; certain than 
sandpapering comic songs. I been round twice to Mr Peacock, 
llrassfinisher, Longs Lane S.E., but he says you (I) was so 
mighty fast at going when I (he) had thirty gross of brass fkmge- 
cocks to finish that now'^ou (I) can what I would rather not 
repeat. Now sir, the sorrows of the poor are not your sorrows, 
nor the fact that wife is daily e.xpecting confinement and not 
so much as a crust in the house, but if you could see your 
way to make that ten shillings twenty, which I hear is a 
shilling less than the usual price for the most commonplace 
songs, I should Icel obliged. I must now draw to a close with 
good wishes for a favourable reply and trusting that you are 
also. 

" Yours respectfully, " 

Though fully realising that he had acquiredT an 
incubus a{ong with his cheap scfng, Campbell smothered 
the unworthy thought and his annoyance together, 
and sent his dresser for‘ another ten-shilling postal-* 
order; but the effect wasi not lost on the plotters. 
Two days later, therefore, pe letter bearing the S.E. 
postmairk for “ H. Campbell, Esq., T.R.D.L.,” was still 
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more distressful. The,great comedian coughed un¬ 
easily as he opened it and read: 

“ Poor soul 1 s'5e had an awful time with something squirted 
up her arm to lower her pulse and me packed off to Harley 
Street, West f nd, for sFspecialist with on^ twopence in the wide 
world and the Blackfriars cats stopped running at that. Grimaldi 
never said a truer word than the laughter-maker wits often thft* 
most miserable of all men, though that woald not be if laughter- ‘ 
makers would aid each other. If you could spare one sovereign 
on account of publishing rights, etc., until after much-needed 
rest I am able lO-^ * 

• • 

There .was a sharie of apnoyance op Campbdl’s 
honest hrn w and a njuttcred “ Oamn the felloW! ” in 
Campbell’s usually good-natured vpic^as he crumpled 
up the Jcttes»«nd pulled out a sovereign and some 
coppers in*order to responci t» tliis last cSiIl, signs, all 
of them, that warned the conspirators to prepare to 
strike the final blow. As the evening wore on, how¬ 
ever, Campbeirs*custoiTiary ui i 5 h 3 TtJ' returned, so that 
the resolution was for a penultinTate rather than a 
determinating strike. By a roundly unanimoas vote 
it came, in a black-edged envelope, too. 

“Ptn entirely fails to desciibc depth of misery in. which I 
indite these few lines, the whole i^ide woild is now literary 
hell- e” 

“ I s’pose he means ‘ litenally,’ but he’s right either 
way," quoth Herbert, half aloud. 

V.... I daresay you hawe guessed it befo(e now. She has 
gone 1 Failure of the respirator)* organs quiskened the sad end 
• of one whose life was utterly dawoid of crime. In order to give 
her lifeless clay the last »d rite's indec^t shape I have already 
parted with everything, but a^ still shy of fifteen shillings on 
undertaker’s lowest estimate. 1 If only you could see your 
way-" 
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"All righ't, my boy, but this is the very last 
timeK” cried the generous fellow, mildly desperate. 
“ William, another postal order wanted 

But whilst this interesting correspondence had 
been going on, old. Time had bejn steadily keeping 
steps and even Drury Lane pantomimes canpot run 
for ever. , In other words the notices ;were up, 
and Messrs Nichol's, Stevens and Slaughter had but 
one more card to play. Agreeing between themselves 
that their blue-eyed comrade had stood it very well, 
they magnanimously decided to give him back his 
final fifteen shillings, an^ so, tvwo days later still, it 
returned hi this form'. 

“Mk II. CAMPiAii.l,'' Sir.—As you was probably not awaie 
when you posteil enclosed which arrived by ten^'t locll* post last 
night, poor Mr Pipewick pa^s^d away after much* suffering on 
second floor of above on Thuisday a.m. at 8 a.m. As he leaves 
no issue only sm,ill bill for milk, wood etc., which heaven knows 
I don’t begrudge him, ! laam it duty to retarn your post order. 
With kind regards, yours obediently, Sarah Williams.” 

As tlie letter dropped from his hands on to his 
make-up box, Herbert Campbell gave a joyous shout 
that might almost have been heard in front , 

“ Now then, boys—Sens o’ the Phoenix 1 ” cried he, 
delightedly, “ you’re going to sta,v and take a ,bit of 
supper with me at the Albion to-night, all of you! 
Why? Why, because that blanked song-writer of 
mine is dead .at last 1 * 
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over^^uttrilian Star—Ajtd is visited by two l>rolheis of his craft— 
A' madhouse *pkinyer—And one who, ^hrough jealousy* nearly 
justified —Dciith in tlie iron pot —A mad asparagus*grower—A 
•mad ^titioner—The distraction of sprlling-beos*j-The tailor and 
the ‘Squire’s’ collate—Mythical*millionaires—A solatium for 
Ltird Rosebery—Moic sddiers for the German Army—A lunatic 
leader-writer—The bluffing of George Griffiths- -A memory of a 
muidcr at Kenltslfc Town—•Of anothjsfc^i^JKensington, and—Of a 
grimly pathetic incident which followed it. 

Two dozen of the liveliest men in London were 
gathering one night in poor Arthur de Vere Smith’s 
maisonette in Mecklonburgh Street, and one of them 
brazenly sported the stubbles rf>f a beard of‘two or 
three ^ays’ growth^ A-^d when the dainty little 
hostess, who was one of the best pads that ever man 
had, noticed it, she reproved the unshorn one 
witK: , 

if Why, Freddie, yoi* haven’t shaved to-day?” 
“Shaved!” cried Freddid, with th^cheery scorn of 
’injured', but amazed,*innoc^nce, the while his wobbly 
right paw feebly strok^ the * offending bristles. 
“Well, seeing that they &en hide the butter-knife 
when I turn up at the breakfast table lest I should 
{37 
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try to cut my throat with it, y®u don’t suppose they’d 
trust me with a razor, do you ? ” 

Metaphysicians may, and probably .iwill,« continue 
to differ until sheol is frozen ovfr as to the chief 
causes of insanity* in this coun'ty, but as meta¬ 
physicians are hopelessly encumbered by dur Masters 
■1 LunacJ-, and as Masters in Lunacy t are but 
' “ barristers of not Ibss than ten years’ stand.’ng,” neither 
the main, nor any 6ther question is ever likely to be 
definitely settled*; meantime most <sf the lunatics that 
have come irfy way have taken the ‘dip’ route. 
Ddubtless excessive love> making'; the cheap .cigarette, 
the opium pipe, the iiypodermic syringe,.jai:'* no less 
effective, each accomplishing its work ‘without pomp 
or ostentation ; but ^Icohol—or alcohot~and’,bacHng 
horses, mixed—never fail? to combine punctuality and 
despatch. How strongly thi^ great truth was im¬ 
pressed upon our youthful ^ minds at No. 52 is 
illustrated by an incident which happened on a certain 
bright spring mofning when Peter Blobbs had just 
come up from Master’s place in Kent, and Shifter had 
returned from yachting in the Solent. Both were 
feeling absolutely fit—a bit above themselves, in fjct— 
and it *ras agreed in celebration of their joyousness 
that each should write an obituary notice pf the 
other and pigeonhole it for future use. Blobbs set 
the pace by writing this of Shifter: 

“-True to'the last to his favourite Strand, he lived to be 

revered by generations of the njost brilliant men and jvomei? of 
the day, and his death at tho age of seventy-five, when his 
faculties were still, happily, ununjlaired, lias left an aching void in ‘ 
Bohemia not easy to bet ^ed. iThe last sad obsequies will be 
performed at Brompton to-morrw.” 

Enclosing this in a pink envelope, Shirley placed it 

» 

I 
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in his desk. Meanwhile Shifter had written this of 
Peter Blobbs: , 

^ In this chaViing spot, surrounded by his affectionate wife 
and family, and allVhe friends whom he had rendered happy 
through life, he spen^he mellow autumn of his existence, an^ 
passing ^awa^ at the age ,of eighty-three, exemplified By the 
universal ^rief of the nation the fact that the huimvi intellect is 
second to no other agency in arousing^the sympathies of dG^ 
fellow men. Vlestminster'Abbey wbuld be a fitting honour for 
the remains of one who may well be described as the wit of his 
day." • 

Then they went off to lunch with tJie bays of the 
Scots Guards on fftty at the Tower, sjltimately* re- 
tumin'> the old Spooferies at about 2 a.Jh. with 
graphic accoiftils of the place whore Herod smothered 
thfiJsabfe in tiie wood, the Shot,Tower, the Half-Shot 
Tower, anS the Tater’s Gaft,'%nd generafly in such a 
condition that it was'apparent to all that, whatever 
interesting objec^ts of antiquity they had seen, nothing 
could have been much older” flian the Pommery. 
After which, Shifter piloted a s*elect party around 
Covent Garden, which he considered particularly his 
own by right of discovery, not so much of the garden 
itself as of the fact that the Market House Tavern 
opened two hours after midnight and dispeflsed the 
hotte^. of Mocha poffec' and the most pungent of 
West Indian rum, which, taken together, put a man in 
the best possible vein to go and buy cut flowers^at 
auction until breakfast time. . 

•Later in the day Peter dropped into.the office, and, 
destroying the obituary noljlce of his comrade which re¬ 
posed in the pink ejivelo*, substituted the following: 

“-Ruined alike in chara'ter, fortune, and health, whatever 

glimmerings of talent he had dypUiyed were quenched in alcohol 
at an early date. It is notorious that of late years he had lived 
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enlirely on the small sums which hf borrowed from inebriate 
visitors St disreputable restaurants, and, perishing at the age of 
thirty-three, he points a moral without adorning a ^le.. Tha 
faneral expenses will be defrayed by subscription among the 
female choristers of the Gaiety Theatre.” X 

0 ' 

Shifter, dropping into the oflke still later in the day 
^nd finding’the above lying open on Shirley’s desk, 
Us promptly revised his obituary,: e 

“-It is sad to relate that this somewliat promising young 

man died in abject want, the coroner attributing his untimely end 
, to dissiixitioi. and excess. At the suggestion of the foreman, the 
jury generously banded their fees to the wretched female who 
was the sole witness, and who appeared, to feel her igipnijinious 
position acutely. A fund 'S being raised for ''ir interment, but 
latest advices go to show that the expense will be,under'aken by 
the parochial authorities.” ' " 

It was an oft-repeated axiom of Shirley’s that all 
the world was mad, those mortals being the maddest, 
indeed, who did noi'know or would not acknowledge 
it, and the daily tally of idiotic things done by 
reputedly sane people warrants the suspicion that 
they must surely have gone wool-gathering. The 
news came along in the black hours of one early 
morning—heaven only knows how it came, but ill 
news travels mysteriously—that the head barrt\an of 
the very tavern I have spoken of, had developed 
extraordinary symptoms. 

“ He has gone clean off his rocker,” said the har¬ 
binger, “ and is not only serving the market-men with 
anything tliey chbose to cal' for, but is giving change 
out of nothing, as well. tJe, up apd have a look at 
him.” jf 

And a most extraordinary sight it was. The bar 
literally swarmed with greedy, struggling market- 
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porters all crying out one against the other for ' goes ’ 
c^coffee. and^gin, pints of mild and bitter, sausages 
and pickles, and whatever else was in sight. And loud 
above the hum of\ll the * orders ’ was the oft-repeated 
yell o^ “fycT, where’s my change?” so that’ the 
peccant paws of the demented potman were never 
the taps sa^fCiwhen the^ werejn the till. In the end' 
he bolted for the cellars, where thft police found him, 
barking like a dog and butting his iiead against the 
barrels. • , 

A less,unpleasant*lunatic pf my acquaintance fras' 
an old qhap named Rjobert Noorf, who until fwb years 
ago used to rriaVe a little forty or«fift^j pound book at 
Oxfprd»Cirr'is. In his case imbecility irpse from 
overlaying^—by which I not infei* attempted 
infanticide on Bob’s •mother’s part. Bob simply 
overlaid his book, from tens down to fours, against 
Australian Star for the ‘City and itlburban, and when 
the news that the big black W^lcr had won in a 
canter by half a dozen lengths reached London, old 
Bob went up into the hayloft in one act. He had 
been going wrong all that well-remembered afternoon. 
They’d backed the Ita filly w;th him' for tha Betch- 
worth stakes, and wjien* College Queen rolled up in 
the T^adworth it was no more go*>d to him than a 
stomachache. As in his mind’s eye he saw his 
ba'rSKce melt he began to act queerly, qnd to attract 
th^ passing attention^ the promenadipg coppers, but 
when the result of the Wg event ’arrive’d, and he 
attempted to disr^e in/ public at the corner of 
Margaret Street, tne fixsd-point man came up and 
pinched him without more ado. 

They stowed old Rotfert Noon away, babbling, 
not of green fields, but |Of “ ten-blow-up-and-down,” 
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and ““any-to-come;all-on,” in a large and beautiful 
lunatic asylum where the scent of the n^-mown* h -y 
and the dog-roses came in at the o^.'n windows like 
a breath from Paradise, and w,lere the beautiful 
yourfg nurses and the equally fair youiig doctors 
sang evensongs at sunset, and then went to bed early 
to read SchopenhaCter and othqr good books by the 
light of a candle plated on the medicine cupboard at 
the bed-head—a‘ least, so I am tolJ. In any case 
it is far pleasatiter to believe (as I do) that harsh 
measures are -entirely abolished fn these institutions, 
and that gentleness and kindness only are eia^loyed 
in restraining the poor wanderer wit!; the perennial 
light of th.'n),oon in Jiis eyes, and the soul that has 
to have a paperweight pit'on it every time a breeze 
springs up. 

Under these tran(pil conditions_ Bob’s mental 
plight could not he'if) improving, and it was not long 
before he was able to than.c the doctor for his 
morning visits and report that the flea he slept with 
seemed gentler. He also added, in the nicely-turned 
phrase generally employed by the retiring pugilist 
who is -taking a roadside pub, that he would be 
“ pleased to see all old and new friends when the 
neighbourhood.” On this perfectly reasonable request 
being transmitted by letter to one of the leading 
lights of Tatti^rsall’s Ring, two of the smaller reaoy- 
money fry whp may prefer to«remain unindicated, 
volunteered to gd down to Uie asylum in Surrey and 
shed a little of the sunshine of ^Id friendship over 
the lunie’s gloom. ‘ i 

And how strangely docile and out-of-place old 
Bob did look to his visitors, landing there between his 
ears, and clad, as they had never seen him before, 

( \ 
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in a blue cotton dressing-gown! But he waS still 
ol^Bob.Noqp, sure enough, for when, for want of 
knowing bettel, Jhe embarrassed pair blurted out 
some joint expre^ons of sympathy, the old fielder 
of Oxfijrd Circus glowe(l with the old-time zeal,'and 
cried: , • ^ 

“You ain’t^ot no call to feel soj>ry for me, cullies 
they’re all backers of ’orses in ’(.te; they punts in 
grub, an’ cigarettes, an’ fruit, an’ alt sorts o’ things, 
and I’m over-round on the book every»race. Which 
reminds ipe! The eld blokg’in the end cubicle ofet 
there is a dead pluriger, an’ tcAday he’s g 5 r“me in 
a bit of a tayjjJf. He had a sijet Rumplin’ on the 
first wirier at eleven to eight on, an’ I’qi jiggered if 
I can Sggcr out just whafr ^ve got to •j)ay him 1 ’’ 
The greeting of the South Sea Islanders is the 
rattling of a whale-tooth necklace, and the Otaheite 
Islanders tightl/ twist'each oiiicA shirt tails; but 
for rugged warmth and sincerity rmthing could have 
exceeded the spontaneity with which the two good 
men from Tatt’s gripped their old chum’s fists, for it 
was abundantly clear to them that he was becoming 
himshif again. , * • 

There was another lo^ly turfite, a contemporary of 
old Robert Noon’s, though a far Igss honourable in¬ 
dividual, who was driven nearly over reason’s boundary 
by ft’^ne jealousy, but who rScognised^ the truth fn 
tinje and pulled up., J'rom prudent reasons I will 
refer to* this hero simply ^ Bill; and Bill had got, 
stowed away somewhere, a^cftiple of thousand pounds, 
all made by ramping anti welshing, when he took 
unto himself a third wife, a young woman nearly forty 
years his junior. If one wf.y doubt the wisdom, one 
can but admire the p^ck that prompts such a 
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proceSding. As to the decency of it, why, a fellow has 
no time to waste ( 5 n squeamishness at^ixty 1 jOpiy 
the other day there was laid to r^t a certain dear 
old warrior, who, like Bill, espou^d a third partner, 
and that at an unseemly early, date after fhe passing 
. his second. His friends remonstrated \frith him 
•warmly, saying, "Surely you will wait ajhtle longer ; 
it is only three wteks since poor dear Maria was 
taken.” “True,.true,” he replied iy all good faith, 
though w]th tl»e natural resentment of one who has 
' a perfect defence to ofi^r, “ but ‘you see, wjien poor 
dear Malta was dead I had dope with her.”^ 

To an ex-fighting man I was indeljVEiJ for William’s 
story, anr\i in including it in these memorias I feel 
that it woukl be a pity to rob it of the distinctive 
diction in which it was poured out to me. 

“ They hadn’t been married much moro’n a month,” 
said my narrator, '♦‘wdlCn Bill was foot enough to take 
a little furnished villa at Thames Ditton so as to 
' sorter blend the missis’s honeymoon with the 
Kempton, Sandown an’ ’Urst Park meetin’s all failin’ 
' about that time. No ordinary racin’ man can go 
a-pilotirj’ petticoats to ^•acin’ centres without buiApin’ 
' up'against somethink out o’ the ordinary occasionally, 
but on the day ^hat Bill’s nerves got the knock it 
was arranged for the missis to stop at home an’ cook 
tht: bit o’ dinner against Bill got back from iirst 
Park at six o’clock, an’, by the, ^ame token, I rcc’l<^t 
it happens on a Fridays Afore Bill starts* off he 
* app’ints dinner for six o’tlMk, bites his missus in the 
mouth like as he was proull to ’^e the privilege, an’ 
goes down the road like a human cyclone. ,He felt 
as he was aheadin’ straight for supremacy, and was 
agoin’ the limit or about 6p bust a hamstring, but 
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irrived on the course his arrogance Received a bft of 
i clK'k- The *jery fust thing as he claps eyes on 
s a gentlemanly olt^e as he remembered he’d ‘ w’d ’ 
it Epsom, right back^ the City an' Suburban week, 
when ’ope was young Md Survivor considered a pinch. 
Well, this cove is a-talkin’ to old Bob Mo6dy, the^ 
Jockey Club janitor, Hk? sixty^ an’ “Bill clearly sees 
that its useless for him to think ofgoin’ into Tatt’s 
to-day. For a tinlo he 'angs about outside, but as 
you well knov, it’s no ‘class’ outside no ».*class’ 
whatever, ap’ only likely to go against him in futurfi 
operations, so he decided to call ft a blank (lay an’ 
wander home qoistly to the villa to dinner, takin’ a 
dampei-t)# two on the way. , , \ 

“ Bill even'cually reaches hofh^ but—his riftssis ain’t 
there! For a minute or ‘two he can ’ardly believe it. 
He goes to the stairs an’ calls up ‘ Lou, Lou! ’ but 
on’y the echo of his own voice a'nsvfers him. She’s 
gone! To confirm his worst suspicions he goes up 
to the little front bedroom with its clematis and 
virginny creeper a-growin’ all over the winders, but 
her ’at’s gone, an’ her feather boa, an’ her gloves—oh, 
indeed he takes it for granted as she’s flown ptoper. 
‘To ’ell,.with the lot ,of ’*em, they’re all alike, from 
Jezebel down’ards! ’ he cries in his sage, ‘ though I 
reely think different of Lou. Well, this cops the^ 
curranty! ’ , 

“ At all such times a * man generally does some 
pretty active thinkin’, an’ yc^ti can bet’your soul old 
Bill was a-calculatin^ hard.' To stave off brain- 
founderin’ he puts on his *at, an’ 'goes up the road 
to ‘The Angler of the Mole,’ a decent little house 
kep’ by an old chap as us4i to play the cornet on 
the Ampton Court boats iij^the days when they was 

10 
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doin’, big, an’ he has forty ’ard thinks. At last he 
utterly gets his thinker out of whack an’ goes bapk 
to the villa; but, of course, he can’C settle down. 
Three—four—five times he gets u^, an' goes back to 
‘ The Angler,’ each time adoir a couple o’ long 
drinks to drown his ugly thoughts. I reckon if his 
, uiissis had ha’ turned the corner with a parrymoor 
just as old Bill returnin’ from 'One o’ them 
alcoholic excursions he’d ha’ pounded the pair of ’em 
into a shapeless mass that couldn’t even ha’ been 
photographed for the News. P'inally he gets 

a bit leg-weary, an’ pone the better for all'the syrup 
he’d had. He draws a wooden cheer afront o’ the 
kitchen fire an’ sits down for his seventy-fifth think. 
As he siiiKs Into thc-cljeftr and gazes vaca,ntly" 2 t me 
kitchener in front of him, his stare rests on a big iron 
saucepan, the lid o’ which is agitated by somethink 
what’s within, an^ ke^ps on a-rattl/n’ like a pair of 
Oldham clogs on^ a tin roof. Bill thinks shall he 
murder her if ever she returns ; then, growin’ maudlin, 
he says to himself, ‘ If the great King Solomon, 
cracked up as the ’bodiment o’ wisdom, was a-tellin’ 
the truth when he said as he couldn’t fathom the way 
of a man with a maid, lordlummy! where would he 
ha’ been if he’d ha’ tried to tackle the ways o’ modern 
men with married wimmin! ’ As all this trouble is 
airunnin’ through his mind the lid o’ the sai-'-pan 

raises itself a’oout two inches, an’-a livin’ ’ead looks 

out 1 It’s a duU grey in colour, an’ about the size* of 
a dorg’s; but its teeth vs'.long an’ clinched together 
an’ its eyes is wide o^n an’'j3lood*iiot ‘Gordstrooth 1 ’ 
shouts Bill, a-jumpin’ up like as if a battalion-of 
’omets 'ad suddenly emerged from a knot ’ole in the 
wooden cheer, ‘whatever^was it?’ But the lid’s 
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shut down again; the vision’s gone, an’ with so ffiuch 
anxiety o£ other sorts on his n)ind,*old Bill begins to 
think o’ the bii^-tfouble again. Till two hours ago 
he would ha’ stakei' his little wad on Lou, which on’y 
shows you what a rate’s jjame plungin’ is. Certainly 
he’d lost hpr now, but the bets hadn’t gonawith the 
stakes, which,was some sort of oonsolation. An^ 
what if he should meet £er in tfie future ? Should he 
‘ put her through »it ’ ? He had scarcely framed the 
thought when the lid of the saucepan rcise agjain, and 
the ’ideous ’ead, with* its greeit-shankcd, teeth an’ its 
bleary eyes, grinned out at ’im again! Old BIu*shook 
like an ashpan Jeaf, as the sayin’ ig. He grabbed up 
the pok^r to aim a blow at the thin^, %tiit, as if 
satisfied at.’avin’ skcered him,»it*went dovfti again of 
its own accord an’ the Jid fell shut. Bill got up an’ 
walked out to the little garding gate. 

“ An’ who shoiAd come round th* corner a't that 
minute, but Lou 1 Bill’s own little*missis, an’ lookin’ 
as sweet as Maud Muller ’erself 1 She was a-carryin’ 
a little basket on her arm with a couple o’ pound o’ 
kidney pertaters, an’ a lettuce, an’ a vegetable marrer 
in it • ‘ Oh lor. Bill,’ says she she Come up, ‘ I’m 
reely fit to drop. I declare I’ve ’ad to walk arf way 
•to SurBiton to find a decent greeqgrocer’s, but I’d 
determined to get you a marrer, knowin ’ow fond you 
was u* ’’em. By the way, what brings ^er ’ome aS 
ear\y as this ? ’ Bill turped his ’ead away, for he felt 
ashamed* of ’isself. ‘ An’ to, think,’ as lie said to me 
arterwards, ‘ as I’d arraigped ’er an’ tried ’er an’ 
without judge or j^ry, found ’er guilty, an’ damn 
near sentenced ’er to death—all in ’er absence I’ 
Anyway he didn’t make ’er no answer till they got 
indoors, an’ then he told ’eipas he’d saw a party as he 
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didn’t Water see, so he thought as he’d come ’ome 
’n keep ’er company. At that she kUsed«’m,* 
goin crost the room to the dresser, slp'rakes up three 
or four rashers o’ streaky bacon. V’An’ what’s the 
bacon for, my gal ? ’ asks old Ml, obser^in fif ’er. 
‘For dinner; Bill,’ says she. ‘What, fried or toasted?’ 
dsks Bill. ‘ Nyethffr, b(it stewfd with th^ rest,’ says 
she; and with that ^he goes towards the stove. Bill 
pipes ’er off an’ stampedes after her.Acrost the room 
like a wounded4>uffylow. He grasps ’er by the arm, 
jest'as she’s about to pu!i off the^aucepan-lid, an’ he 
shouts out ‘ No—no—no, I sayj Don’t touch that 
there lid, for Gjwd’# sake! ’ ‘ Why. Mil,’ says she, 

turnin’ as 'vhite as a sheet, ‘ whatever is the riiatter ?’, 
‘ I dunno wiiat the ’ell "it ^,’ says the old mian, still 
’oldin’ ’er back from the stove; ‘ but there’s a ’ungry 
apparition o’ some kind in that saucepan that ain’t 
human. It looks fo me like a dragon with the tape¬ 
worm, but, take mj? tip, pile some more wood on the 
fire an’ boil the blighter to bits ! ’ Lor ! how she did 
laugh as she give old Bill a playful slap on the cheek 
an’ then shook ’erself free. ‘ Bill, Bill, Bill! ’ cries 
she, in a wom’an’s wheedlin’ way, ‘I really dfdn’t 
take you for such a baby!' Then she lifted the 
lid—what ho! • Why,’ says she, ‘ I do declare 

you’ve been a-settin’ there an’ let this saucepan gallop, 
ins'tead o’ simper, an’—this beautiful Ostend raBfct’s 
nearly boiled t<j rags. No wondgr the lid jumped i*p 
an’—well F never, / forgot to take its eyes out K Old 
Bill said he felt a bit Small as he went back to 
‘The Angler’ for a gin-ah’-bittws while she laid 
the cloth, but he didn’t mind that ’cos he was so 
’appyl" s 

Of the total of the goo(r>,souls who have been at 
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one time and another»what I may term affiliated Pink 
’Un’s, and who, from other causes than drink, have 
L-’fdmc* intrjjtes of private asylums and licensed 
homes, I scarcely dare to think. There was one poor 
chap who went -razy because'he could not raise 
asparagus* like th^ pictures in the seedsmen’s'cata¬ 
logues, and, in the same retreat, was an’old gentle¬ 
man withi Whom Shifter used td spend many lucid 
afternoons, who had become cracTrbrained from study¬ 
ing cosines. Ii you had been visiting the asparagus 
man he would ask you as you took ylSiir leave, if you 
were going straight'home. >tfpon receiving an arftwer 
in the affirmative he would produce from under his 
bed a halfpeiin;» bundle of firewood, one end of which 
was "'fapped in blue tissue pappr, and this would be, 
" A littld bundle of grasif’ of my own growing, as a 
present to your wife”; whilst Shifter’s friend would 
invariably entrust him with the delivery of petition 
to the Lord Chancellor. Punctua'iSon was one of this 
amiable old gentleman’s crotchets, and almost every 
word in his petitions was followed by either a comma, 
a semi-colon, or a note of interrogation. He also 
created the immortal adjective which lends distinction 
to his otherwise commonplaco sentence: • 

“ lyrithing 1, under ;, the burden—of this;, Billings- 

gaterian?, abuse-" •> 

A§, Willie indignantly avowed, genius alone, not 
lunacy, could evolve ‘ Billingsgaterian,’ 

* That our own little'circle of idlers contributed more 
than Aie ‘ case ’ during the spelling-bee craze of seven- ^ 
teen years ago was as natural a consequence as the 
oak tree is of the planted acorn, the greatest pity being 
that both our candidates had been public school boys 
and both were remedyinjj the defects of that form of 
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education by becoming expert orthographists. Much 
other useful knowledge they were acquiring, too.^ For 
instance, the spelling class being s^ed at a i^le 
laden with the best of liquor ana tobacco that the 
chqsen restaurant of the mom^t could,supply, the 
gentleman who had lost tlfe last ‘life’—sSy Kim 
Mandeville, since he was an ardent votary of the game 
—would begin with: 

“L.” 

“ Small 1,” follbwed the man from tJorgonzola Hall, 
who was' privately knqwn to be ^irdently interested at 
the moment in a dapisef from Cambria. * 

“ A," put in old Major Bob, hdving previously roared 
at his predecessor, • I hope you’re ntfl; felying on any 
damned Welsh word, because I’m not! ” 

“ M,” bleated Shifter. 

“ Really—er—dontcherknow—er,” objected the gilt- 
edged novice who had just been mt^le a member, “ I 
really, ’pon my soul, must challenge.” 

“ Llamiter is the word,” observed Willie, quietly, 
“ an acolyte in the Greek Church.” Instantly Peter 
Blobbs, who was the next man, said that it was quite 
right, as he hiipself had a second cousin, a Russian, 
who was a Llamiter; &nd F^t George, arriving oppor¬ 
tunely and mixing it all up with lampreys, said that 
Llamiters were hR favourite supper when in season ; 
iqfleed the fishmonger ^t Charing Cross had st'njling 
orders to set aside for him the first creel of Llamiters 
that cam^ into the market; ‘vrtiile Kim Mandevflle 
guessed he’d shoot glass balls against any f.lamiter 
breathing; and the major, gifgwing reminiscent, 
remarked that when Llamiter won the Derby ,he 
must have been at least a ten-year-old ; and the man 
from Gorgonzola Hall swo)^ that it was like finding 
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■noney to pick up all the Llamiters A that were to be 
lad ^t 2f before the closing of bear accounts. 

"'^ith so ih'ich weight against him, the neophyte 
simply marvelled at his own lack of knowledge and 
paid up like a bric'.t—though, to'be sure, one of his 
sort did stand out niost obstinately on one occasion, 
when Pol Stephens, being stuck with " E, a, g, 1 — 
added‘ o’ alid then swcre“by Aaron’s rod ” that ‘ eaglo- 
meter ’ was “ a ^11-known instrument used in measur¬ 
ing the wings of e-igles ” ! ^ 

It was about this Jtime that the late George Alexan-, 
der Baird, whose nom de foarre was ‘'^r Abinglon,’ 
nearly sent a Bond Street tailor off his nut by the loan 
of his cottage at Newmarket. Th'e m^n of pantaloons 
and piomissory-notes was rccoye'ing from a long illness 
and yearned to recuperate m a bracing atmosphere— 
than which none that I know of can surpass that of 
Newmarket. “J^ack up and go down this very after¬ 
noon,” said the good-natured squire, “ and I will send 
a wire from Vigo Street telling my servants to treat 
you precisely as they would treat me.” And the 
tailor wheezed out his thanks. Arriving at the 
cottage not later than ten o’clock that night, he quite 
scared the housekeeper by expressing a desire to go to 
bed, but the good soul, recovering herself, said that 
she would “ send out for ’em,” and before the tailor had 
solv®.; the problem he found himself engaged iq a 
playful rough-and-tumble bo.xing match with a couple 
of professional pugilists, from whom he was eventually 
rescued by a brace of ringside roughs who rudely 
pulled all his clotljjps off, and tore off his boots, and 
carried him upstairs to bed by the head and the heels. 
Nor was this all, for when he rang his bedroom bell in 
the morning to demand ap explanation, the same two 
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men appeared, and, after forcing him to partake 
of a mahogany-hued brandy-and-milk, thrust him 
into breeches dhd gaiters and boje him to 
the bare, bleak Heath to ride j^racehorse in a 
trial. . 

.The worship of the goldei^ c^f is a potentractor in 
mental iiyesponsibility, too, and the keeper pf a certain 
licensed retreat avhich stands within mile of the 
starting-post at Kemfiton Park, had lately (and may 
have still) tw<j souls with but a*#single crux—the 
mythical possession of countless millions. The first, 
the gentlenyin in tkejjlue roOln at the pnd of the 
ground floor passage, never aljowed his cheque-book 
to go out of his hands, nor his elbow po stir from his 
writing-tatoie. * Pinkish cheques were his,*» groperly 
stamped, p?rforate(f «n<i bound in book form, and 
costing his family perhaps five shillings a thousand. 

“ What has been going on in the world to-day ? ” he 
woulcPask of hist visitor or his attendant, and the latter 
(for preference) would answer, “ Why, Mr Gubbin’s 
Galtee More has beaten Lord Rosebery’s Velasquez 
fpr the Derby.” “ Dear me! ” the madman would 
exclaim. “ And have you any reason to think that * 
Lord Rosebery needed the money ? ” “ Not a'doubt 
of it, my dear sir,” tfie custodian would reply ; “ and 
what is more, I hear to-night that Cork Street won’t? 
look at his lorc^hip’s paper unless he can get the 
names of all three of his brothers-in-law on it I” 

“ Then,” the'lunie would say bravely, “ I will certainly 
send the poor gentleman a million. A sheet- ot note- 
paper, please.” And htf would write: 

“ My Dear Lord Rosebery,— I sympathise with you most 
sincerely upon the defeat of your splendid horse, Velasquez, to¬ 
day, but be of ;ood heart, for, despite the supine attacks of Dr 
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Parker of the City Temple and the vituperative abuse of Mr W. 
T. Stead- * 

“ ‘Whose native cheek, whereP&cts are weak, 

• ^ji triumph brings him through I ’ 

the great British Public adores a boree-radng Prime Minister, 
and I truA that you |na^ soon return to Power. Meantime I 
beg tlfe bonour of your acceptance of the enclosed,cheque for one 
million.—I have the honour to remain, etc.’’ » 

' 

^ • • 

“Anything else?’’ he would‘enquire as he sealed. 
Lord Rosebef/s envelope, and thp wily gaoler, after 
gazing all round the ceiling to g*n tjme, would 
answer,,” Why, yes* sir, during a bit of a breeze in tlTe 
German Reichstag, Count vott Biilow has declared 
that Germapy^s only secure pledge of peace is in 
increasing her present military strength. * “ Aye, the 
voice is« Bulow’s, but the»wc#ds are tht* Emperor’s! ’’ 
the poor gentleman would exclaim ; “ but I will buy 
him some more soldiers; five million pounds’ worth ! ” 
So a cheque Ibr five millions, with a suitable note, 
would be addressed to Berlin. Mere thousands he 
handed out (like handbills, and drafts for single 
hundreds were offered to metropolitan magistmtes, 
for their poor-boxes, in the same spirit of surprised 
hulnility that led Lord Courfpnay to* exclaim, on see¬ 
ing a friend give a crofrn to some nigger-minstrels on 
a racecourse, “ What I Will they.take silver} " 

As soon as the warder considered that his charge 
had^aken enough manual bxercise he would ifiake 
the discovery that ,ib was post time,^ and, putting ail 
the letters in a basket, and the basket, with much 
labour, on his shoulders,*would disappear with it* 
But, once outsidrf the blue-room door, his journey was 
a short one. At the other end of the pass^e was the 
pink room, and in it sat a gentleman with dark 
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streaming hair and a complexion like winter sunshine 
falling on a snowjbank. He had once been a flpwery 
leader-writer on a great daily news^fer, and a strik¬ 
ing photograph of himself, taken between literary 
panjfs, adorned the wall. He talked rapidly, and 
some of the expressions embrScra in his lurid Vocabu- 
h-y were,*to put it mildly, startling ; but the postman 
had been in the police knd wa* therefore familiar with 
the nature of an oath. “Aha, at*tor!” this poor 
creature would cfy, as the letters from the blue room 
were poured <5?it uponjhe table, ^nd he began to .slit 
the envelopes*with a paper-knife, “ I was beginning to 
fear that the postman was neve^ coming! And what 
have we heye—ah, riloney, curse it, raon^y, and nothing 
but money! • How Uwish somebody would Sun me, 
just for a change. However, thanks to the judicious 
investments of my youth, I Tiave money to burn! 
money to lancinate! money to teai^ into strips—ha- 
ha!” And, in' about a brace of shakes, the whole 
apartment would be littered by the fragments of the 
monstrous cheques. I wonder if the blue room runs 
the pink room still! 

I have never,had the moral courage, or the ‘ fjont,’ 
to.tell a dun that he*was ipad, but it would have 
broken no new ground to ha\ie done so, fo», two 
winters ago, whilst a great many bookies, probably 
faj less solvent than h^ were dodging the chillj»blasts 
and pea-soup skies of January in southern climes, old 
George Griffiths, the Safe ^fafi, was to be found 
patrolling the Strand op the slender off-chance of 
falling across a stray defaulter and raking in ‘ a bit of 
the old.’ Maybe h% remembered how Dick Dupn 
once hobbled out into his orchard at Norbiton in his 
gout boots to inspect the jvreck of a balloon which 
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had just struck the grdlind at a twenty-mile ga^;, and 
instantly recognised among the unsonscious aeronauts 
a Jhap who unostentatiously retired from flat¬ 
racing owing him forty-seven over Crowberry. For 
George, like almost any other man of robust body, 
broad Inind, and keen Observation who has taken the 
thick with the clear on our British racecourses ifor 
upwards offorty years? is a strange mixture of hope, 
and humour, aij4 pathos—in short, a philosopher. I 
came across, him as he waS“returniri^ from Plumpton 
with a severe chill—^o inttnse Jndeed,*at tlte back oj 
the neck’that he did not disdain ^my invitation to* try 
whisky on it; “ albeiT: ” (as the best turf-writers say) it 
may be quitt Vrong of me tcf mentio* so purely 
personal a matter. • 

Did I know a certain Captain Leigh-rfaynes ? 

Aye! that I did riglit well, and long life to him, for 
it would take a <;hilling day and nothing less than the 
proclamation of universal peace with Tattersall’s to 
compel Ms .surrender. 

“ You seem to have his measure with some exact- 
.ness,” observed old George, quietly. “ He lives that 
Truth may die; but let me tell yoq ’bout how he’s 
played hookum-sniwy,with ^ne\ As I alwhys fold, 
my partner, Phil Goode, he's a ‘ snapper ’; that’s what 
he is, a ‘ snapper.’ You mayn’t nfeet him racing for 
weekytogether, but as sure %s you lower your gu^rd 
and pipe out ‘ Field a pony 1 ’ he’ll spring up out o’ 
tfie earth at your vefy feet with ‘ Yes,*;«r! ’ and then 
he’s away across the ring b(ifore you’ve time to shout 
‘No betr He pyt this gag on us for a tenner over 
a.winner at Plumpton in June, and my partner, Phil, 
didn’t get half mad about it! Personally, I didn’t 
mind the tenner so much as I deplored his having 
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got on to me book; and I avish he’d ha’ drawn Ws 
tentfcr and gone away with it, but he left it down, 
and, before the day was out he—owe<| us slxty-pve I ” 

I had, I must admit, some difficulty in suppressing 
a yawn. 

" I dessay,” old George •cofitinued, noti-ing my 
apathy, “this part o’ the story bears a strong family 
likeness to somelhing.you m|y have ht^rd before, but 
presently the pl^y diverges, the Q\ot expands. On 
the foliowing day, which was Saturday, he crowded 
his bad„luck for another .twentjr-six, making ninety- 
oi.e in all, foi which 1 dropped him a polite note on 
the Sunday to the club of which he claimed to be a 
member. _ But he. vouchsafed us jic reply. Many 
moons have paled and waned since then, but this very 
afternoon, at PlumptOn, I ran right slap up against 
him! Our surprise might have been mutual if his 
had been sincere; but while I gently detained him 
with my right wnile my left went inside the breast of 
my coat in search of my settling-book, he tried to 
freeze my marrow with a stony glare. ‘ Parding the 
intrusion, capting,’ 1 began, mincingly, ‘ but there’s a 
little outstanding account of ninety-one o’ the best' 
that L should' like t<» direct your attention to.^ He 
made a gentle stall to shy. ^ My atte.’tion ?' s^id he, 
incredulously. ‘ Why, what’s it for ? ’ ‘ Debts incurred 
by backin’ horses at this very identical me^^ing as 
16ng ago as last June, capting,’ said I, rather more 
severely, as I jjulled out the red. ledger; ‘ let me give 
you the names ol the animals.’ *Oh, tut-tut, good 
fellow 1 ’ cried he, putting on an amused look just as 
though he hadn’t been on earth silice the year o’ the 
big wind, ‘ why, I never set foot on this course in 'my 
life before this morning, and only came then in order 
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to see what sort of a place it was that Pratt’s‘had 
taken'up K You are dreaming, old man— dreaming-, 
yet s'iay, that * curiously comical head — that odd 
light in the eyes—yes, yes it is, I»see it all—come, 
tell me„ old fellow, iimp are the crops looking Hn 
Mars}’” • • 

It was th^"biggest bluff the old* Safe Man ha 3 
steered up again^^ but *he toolc his physic bravely. 
“ For once I waS outpajnted^’ he o^^ed with some 
humility, “but—lordlummj;, don’t the •‘heads’ get 
hot?” , ' , ■» . • 

From madness to murder is but a very short 
step, and the penultimate note pf the few from 
which I write this chapter takes the form of a cut- 
Tihg from the Daily Mail of Jiffy 15th, 1898, which 


Captain King, formerly in tke Berkshire Yepmanry, anA living 
at j8 Pont Street, S.W., was seired with illness while in a hansom 
cab in Piccadilly yesterday afternoon, and died on reaching the 
Berkeley Hotel. 

” "And I reproduce it here for the reason that poor King 
and I'were once jointly suspec^pd, if dnly for.a few 
hours, of beinaui concerned in the commission of a 
clouble muj^eiT , 

Augustus Wallis King was a slight, good-looking 
man, rather below the middle height, with fair hait 
and a complexion likp .that of a wax doll. He was 
very ricla kept up a country house in Worcestershire 
and another in Wales; but his hobby was driving and 
horse-dealing, and <iad he been Jxirn the son of a 
livery-stable keeper instead of a gentleman, he would 
certainly have held his own in the business. He was 
not mven to dissipation, and even when on pleasure 
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bent Jie, like John Gilpin, had a frugal mind. It 
generally happens'that a young man who inherits a 
vast fortune speedily becomes entai(gled witfi a 
woman, or, if his tastes do not happen to lie in that 
direetion, his male companion^ contrive to' stegr him 
up against,a racing ‘ coup,’ or a little game at, cards in 
wlhch they are not, whojiy disinterested.*^But to the 
best of my knowledge and belief King steered clear 
of all this sort of thing, wij.ich js all ine more remark¬ 
able since hia favourite lunching place and almost 
-his pnly resort for at? occasionttl peg wa^ a well- 
known bar where tke chevalier^ are always strongly 
in evidence. All this, however, is beside the 
point. , 

King an<i 'i had for a 'ongish drive on tne'" 
Great North Road one day, and the gathering shades 
of night found us at the 'Jack Straw’s Castle’ on 
Hampstead Heath. Had King been a coachman 
who bustled his cattle we should have been back in 
town discussing grilled pig’s-feet at the Criterion 
probably—but he was always most regardful of the 
comforts of his horses and never upset them however* 
urgent the occasion. There was not much moonlight 
‘when we started, but it was a very pheasant night, 
and no road that I am acquainted w>.h, could be 
prettier under such circumstances than that by which 
thekdescent into St John’s Wood is made. The planes 
and beeches, punctuated here aqd there by a sombne 
sycamore, almost hid the old-fasHioned gabled .houses 
>• on either side of the road,‘and everything was so quiet 
that we might have peen entering*a hamlet of the 
dead. Presently there came an unwelcome change 
in the regular * click click ’ ot our horses’ shoes, and, 
remarking that he thought that th,e mare had picked 
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a loose stone, King* pulled in near the kerbstone 
on the off-side. • 

had hailed at the corner of a road that seemed 
to shun investigation by curving .round abruptly to 
the left, and King got down to ascertain the nature 
of the mare’s mishap. It turned out thaj she had 
picked up a l:\jt of flint, the sharp eijges of which hSd^ 
bruised andVut her frog rath A ba^jl'y- I must needs 
get down, too, \,‘lQok at the injured foot, and, as I 
stood there with the mare s pastern in^y hand and 
my chum bending «ver nie, tlvire came straijge. 
noise from the thoroughfare *at the back of us that 
caused us both to pause and listen. It sounded like 
a heavy^feody fkiHng on a heap of* stoifes ;*but as no 
o j r' ^ ollowed the thjjd—s\jch /«s one •’rgight have 
expected to hear had it, been a person stumbling by 
accident or a drunkard coming a cropper—we paid 
no further attention to it. I re-mouvted the phseton, 
and King followed me, just as a police-constable, who 
came strolling up the hill in rubber boots, but seemed 
to us to spring literally out of the earth itself, halted in 
Vs rounds and wished us good-night. 

Almost before I was out of bed on the following 
morning, my lofty and but half-furnished rooms re¬ 
echoed the rjifUunding double-knock of the telegraph 
boy, wh<#*ljlought a wire from Kinglo this effect: 

• 

We afe jointly suspected oj a double murder. Police 
have already seen me, and are coming on to you. 

• WalUs. 

It transpired that, shortly after *we had driven away 
from our halting place there were found lying on a heap 
of stones—rough, broken granite for road-repairing— 
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just rcAind the comer to which I have alluded, the 
dead bodies of a young woman and a c^ild. ' In ^fe 
they had been the wife and daughter of a mechanic 
named Hogg, of Kentish Town, and had been decoyed 
by Hogg’s paramour to her <■ Id’dgings and »there 
murdered. 'After doing the injured innocents to 
death, the murdereSs bundled Jheir offeifv^’ng bodies 
into the bassinette-pfcrambulator in the infant 

had ridden, and, uvder cows' /jO^ie darkness, wheeled 
her awful burdeti to the quia! roac^ at the very corner 
dT which we had pulled'up to investigate the cause of 
the mare’s lameness. * A comparison of times proves 
beyond ques,rion,that>the queer noise heard by King 
and myself as^ we stood examining the horses foot 
was the sou'ad made lOy 'the Caro bodies' as the 
murderess tipped them out of the perambulator, 
which she subsequently took to, and abandoned in, 
Hamilton Terrace!* The policeman m the rubber 
boots, who knew us both by sight, made a note of his 
meeting with us, and—hence the subsequent formal 
enquiries. 

‘ This woman was hanged at Newgate on Tuesday, 
Dec. 23rd, 1890, her execution being marked by most 
disorderly scenes outside the ftow_ demolished prjson. 
“The ringing of the dying woman’s funeril‘he)l,’’ says 
one account, “ had no effect upon the crowd, m^py of 
whdm were women, and obscene and ribald jokes 
could be heard^ among every group, the females 
especially being fiercely denunciatory of the convict’s 
'conduct. ... At one minute past eight o’clock a 
yell from the crowd preclaimed the fact that the black 
flag was hoisted, and, directly after, the crowd gave 
vent to their feelings in a loud cheer which was taken 
up again and again by the scattered groups a^l .down 



» PITCHETR in’ paradise i6i’ 

th^Old Bailey.” Even«the Brighton Argus callously 
headed its account of the hanging:—•, 
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dallies with the su^ect of lunacy, how¬ 
ever, laughter and deatff becSmc mere interchangeable 
terms, and, often enough* are linked together. It must 
be still fresh in the public mind how on a Sijnday 
night in November ’94 a demented young man escaped 
from a private asylum in North Kensington, and, 
overtaking an unfortunate female-in the Holland 
Park Road, cut her throat ‘ from ear to ear,’ as usag^ 
has fashioned the phrase. It was an unfortunate 
happening for Holland Park Road, which from a peac^ 
pble, aQd evenj. .ilect, .thoroughfare, was transformed, 
as soon ?,fti'<iie news spread, into a?‘howling parade 
of morbid sightseers. Backwards and forwards and 
to and fro these dreadful people swarmed,jrollowed in 
the Iroadway by every»ctosterraonger in Jvfotting Hill 
who couM raise a barrow. .<Vnd as every hoodlum 
that came to view the scene brought his mordacious 
and insatiable appetite with him, oianges and bananas 
and' almond-whelks and Barcelona nuts found an 
instant sale and caused the pavements to be strewn 



‘i6* PITCHER fN PARADISE^ 

with refuse. To this sordid scene, on taking oh 
tion‘’bent, came, Paul Merritt, the playwright, whose 
kindly disposition, if not whose inhejited 'trait$- h"d 
burdened him with close on twenty stone of flesh. 
On the paving stones outside Val Pripsep’s door, 
within a yard of where the'm&rderer pounced upon 
h's victitA, stood a policeman, and Merritt, approaching 
‘ the officer, asked'": t t 

“Constable, coifld you indicat^*'h<F very spot on 
which the poor voman •- 

Evenms PHul spoke th!»- word,*' he trod upon a piece 
of’ orange-peel and dropped, with a mighty thud, to 
half-mast. The constable gaied at the playwright 
who had itaken his seat so suddenly* and somewhat 
amused and. not nothing the look of agony *^irh.tjad 
overspread his features, rciplieiT-With a grin: 

“Why, strike-me-lucky, you’re actually a-sittii;i 
on it! ” , ^ 

But Merritt liad uttered his last words on earth: 
barely did the cab in which they put him get him to 
his home before he passed away. 
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Be^ie Bellwood’s hansom mnels—The methods of ^ghtnt^g novelists 
—Pink 'yns and the rorleif List—Or<»trophy-Iiunters—of, 
the Thistle’s Hunt Cup—Trayles* tjold pup—^And St Gatien’s~ 
Jesse Winfield—And his* lucrative foreign policy—^Jesse meets the 
Queen^of Spair-^Old Jack Dickinso% thre.'^enstthe Z>uke of 
Beaufcrt—‘The boys’ at Stockbridge—A curate with a black 
•“-^y^-Dolpg the ringk^>^rs—"She ’iKfchen dodfe at Lingfield— 
Chippy Norton—And myself at Croxton Park—Chippy and his 
watch-chain—Twice with one trick—Bob Sinclair^ the high-class 
sharp—Plays faro on the nod—And settles with his conscience—An 
Ascot tail-piece. • * • * 

One of the first luxuries that the late lamented Bessie 
Bellwood indulged in when her early artistic successes 
>SSre confirmed by the London and County Banking 
Company, was a private hansom of her very own with 
her crest and motto emblazoned on its panels. -To 
the s%mewha*j tuajestic crest of her choice she may, 
poor chafi<>’ soul, have had no rightsvhatever, but her 
chosen .motto was absolutely ^and indisputably her 
own, and its like probably never figured jn a carriage- 
butlder’s order-book before or since—‘ Boor, but Busy.’ 
Would fliat I might honestly, adopt the badge as my 
own, for I am a fortuneless journalist, hopelessly ad¬ 
dicted to the old-Tashioned and* laborious, one-man- 
one-job method of writing niy stories with a pen, an 
implement which is rapidly becoming extinct in literary 
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workshops. But wrong-headtfd as I may be, I canftot 
forsaice the tricks, and methods of my’prentice .days, 
wherefore I must continue to flounder till 1 'am p? 5 y“>i ‘ 
by my juniors who, encouraged by the example of 
Rossetti who never learned to draw, have elected to 
begin at the top and ‘ chance thl! ducks.’ ■' 

.Shortly after breakfast on one morning of last 
kummer I called at the beautiful ripari^^^ residence of 
a brother noveli.st, but one who Jaeksiigs to the new 
school, and found him^iid 'Lit interesting wife just 
rising frcsn the table litc-ary work which they 

jointly produce may not outlive them, but as they 
manage to live devilish well (fiardon the deplorable 
but accurate epithet!) in the meantime, tha*- sad re¬ 
flection loses them fo sleep. “Ah, here 
they cried in chorus ; ancf the'friale bird added, “ Our 
electric landaulette will be round directly, and if you- 
will smoke a cigar whilst I knock off eight or nine 
thousand words, we will run you over to Twyford." 
Eight or nine thousand words while I smoke a cigar! 
Most marvellous youth 1 Yet he accomplished it, and 
all within the space of seventeen minutes. ^ . 

Stepping into a room in which six or seven phono¬ 
graphs stood on as many tables, he asked of a secretary, 

“ What do you want this morning, Djitipn ? ’’ Dalton 
consulted a note-book and replied; ''vA'-out two 
thousand for The Voiceless Steersman, s’r; two 
thousand for, Lady Violetta’s Vengeance ; rather less for 
Castles in the Clouds-, and about three for Where 
famshyd 'Gloried!' “Rjghto!” answered my light¬ 
hearted litterateur. “ Switch on Lady Vi first. What’s 
the last paragraph ? ’’ The amanuensis turned to some 
typewritten sheets which lay upon one of the phono¬ 
graph tables and read out: ‘“BegoneI’ cried Lady 
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ViMetta, flinging the priceless jewels into the fiiie and 
pointing imperiously to the door, ‘ Begone! ’ And the 
Di?»«k-hearted sLord Adalberte turned upon his heel 
and slunk, panther-like, from the, apartment, cursing 
Lady Violetta bitterlj' ^n the purest French.” . 

“ Good.! ” said the lightning novelist; the#, stepping 
up to the rg:eiver of the graph, Jie continued 
piffle, dictatiit'T^ seemingly wiftioiit an effort; “ A few 
months later-tfie'ivjlage of Turmutborough was gay 
with marriage festivit'ies. ^ever, th^ villagers de¬ 
clared, had the plac8 seen so fiae a wedding as jjhat 
of the Honourable Selwyn Trema’tne to Lady Violetta 
Veynecourt. To most people it seemed, that Lord 
Adalbefe de Sfeyne had changed sohsewhat during 
dit pSSt fpw monthi. ,HisJiai’*^as novf—;—” etc. 

But I stray. I am, I said before, a fortuneless 
•scribbler; but Pliny, who was a bold and fearless 
writer, as is proved by the fact that back in the dark 
dawn of the Christian era he not only invented, but 
freely used, the word ‘ ornithology,’ divided the bird 
tribe into two classes—No. i, those which sit up,af 
iTight; and No. 2, those which do not. Applying the 
samw rule of classification to owners of racehorses, we 
get—No. I, those*who race for glory and gol3 '^ts 
and No. 2, t’'6se whd arc only out for the base yellow 
metal. “'I't) show how both classes may labour in vain 
it need*only be mentioned that whilst the excellani 
JcjJin Corlett has been for over a quarter'of a century 
industrjpusly endeavouring— " , 

• 

“ Like the ancient Medes and Persians, 

Alway^by his own exertions,” 

to breed an animal capable of bringing the Golc 
Vase from Ascot to Bottombarley, there has ^istec 
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in th^ Sporting Times office £n inexorable rule tftat 
at least one member of the staff shall be in the Forfeit 
List For many years that place cf honour 
occupied by Shifter over an entrance fee at 
Alexandra Park for a horse which he had never seen, 
which wasj sold to him for nothing by a man' that it 
didn’t belong to, E^nd which was actually stolen from 
the paddock whilst Snifter ‘and I en’eavoured to 
persuade a jockey to ride it on tick* if the only race 
for which it evd? wenfTio a ffleeting. It delighted 
Master because, as Ije once decfered when towering 
over another newspapdV proprietor who 'had been 
boasting of his staff, “Why, confound you, I have 
more men on toy slhff in the Forfeit "List than you 
have on all your pap?r, ipcludine your print a waw g ie d: 
advertisers !" But it was a heavy blow to Willie, who, 
having had a few heated words with the Old ’Un on. 
money.matters, lyid formed a firm rerolve to clean up 
the Betting Ring and give Fleet Street a rest; but in 
all matters appertaining to the Turf, it is the thing 
that couldn’t possibly happen which is continually 
taking place. And though poor little Bill has lo«g 
since been released from all earthly contending, and 
•copfiivlng. Master still'hankci;s after a golden spittoon, 
or a platinum centre-piece, or a* big epeygne—rome- 
thing to be triuifiphantly shown to hiWiiitors to 
expite the baser passioQS of the human heart, such as 
covetousness,, envy, and the like; for such was the 
burden of our conversation on 'the road to Kempton 
on last Jubilee Stakes day. Then and there was poor 
Harry M'Calmont telling us all about the Hunt Cup 
which he won with Knight of the Thistle in ’97—a 
huge and cumbersome solid silver equestrian statuette, 
full four feet high, of that overbearing Tudor virgin, 
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Clit^beth, on her way tR put through their facings the 
lalMtarved soldiers of Leicester at Tilbury. 'And 
X^^ao gr&t w|.s the charm of our Liz’s personality, 
ays the historian, that there was not one fagjished 
vretch in sUl that breadless, beerless horde (for they 
lad nefther a loaf ndr ^ gallon amongst them) tliat 
lidn’t feel jusl as if he was about to get everythjpg 
hat was coli^ing to him, barwng his arrears of payT 
For this statufctte, which originfilly cost eighteen 
lundred soviereigns, Lord CTbventjy (at that time 
Master of the Bucklmunds) ^aid a monkey under the 
hammer ht Christie’s, thinking what* an excelfenf 
Ascot trophy it would make. But, when it was set up 
on the Jawn, more than one owffer eyed'it askance. 
T-I*' ^iwy ever got that into iff' little .dining-room,” 
observed*the late"TLa^ain Machell drily,'“the place 
would be so crowded tfiat 1 should have to take my 
meals in the garden! ” , ^ ^ 

And yet there have been owners who have clung to 
these baubles with truly feminine tenacity. Mons. 
Lefevre owned so many that he was afraid to sleep in 
the same house with them ; Mr de la Rue, who woft a 
thoi^and-gulnea cup with Trayles, kept it packed 
away at his bankers’ and had a plated duplicate tq 
takeaits place on his dining-table; whilst Mr Jack 
HamnMind more than once remarked, when pointing 
to the*Gold Cup which rare old St Gatien won, now 
nearly eighteen years ago, tliat the privilege of keeping 
it to look at cost hiih, roughly, fifty pounds a year 
But a* beneficent Providei:v:e sees to it'that Ascoi 
Cups go only to those that can afford to hold them 
During the past twenty-five ye&rs I do not recall : 
single instance of an owner of an Ascot Gold Cuf 
being driven by hunger or other adverse circumstance 
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to carry his gaud to Messrs' Attenborough’s. Ijt is 
well lor the Turf»that this is so. Personally I should 
hate to see any one of the last ten /lolders 
trophy, emerge, famished and fainting, but still happy, 
from that little side-door in Chancery Lane, and turn 
hurriedly into Fleet Street to Ishbw a tankard 6f bitter 
hci5.v to tafee a joke, or to stay a pang within with the 
terrible sandwich of tha. tavern-bar dea^to the heart 
of the pavement journalist as the,' b(?xing-glove.’ I 
say most seriously that* it woflidn’t do. P'ate sees 
that it wauld hurt racing'; and doubtless that is the 
reason why the small, insignificant owner,' to whom 
the attainment of success looks ‘as easy as robbing a 
child’s tin “Dank, soon awakens to the" fact that the 
millennium i$ still painfully remote, and tWiMiA 
occasional victory only means fiblding over a trouble 
that is full of vigour. 

Nev^r in my experience djd any,, individual stay 
longer in the game from sheer strenuous and continuous 
effort than the late Jesse Winfield. Starting out with 
nothing but his good health and strength, but being 
incurably inoculated with the get-a-monkey microbe 
he raced and he made a book, owned horses of his 
,pw;ij=a«d rode, trained,*and dosed w^th bitterly whole¬ 
some but improving tonics the horses of other*; he 
invented an embrocation, the fame of which tvrvives 
him; but, alas! the kij^owledge of how to go inside 
when it rained was not in his possession, and poor 
Jesse died in indigence. Wh^u God gave out per¬ 
severance, He did so without regard to the recipients’ 
tenure of other high commercial capabilities, which is 
the reason why many and many a struggler, now in 
the sere and yellow, is compelled, when he needs any¬ 
thing, to go to his relatives and try to borrow it. 
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\But there was a \ime when Jesse was ^tilling 
cerrain little-known but richly fertile glebes in the 
afc^e of^ the minor racecourses of France and Spain, 
These countries had so long been breeding racefs from 
their owit broken-down selling-platers, that, to an 
Englishman who hsicl a bit of useful blocyistock and 
his wits aboyt him, it was like finding money to cfoss 
the Channel»<'and, on cfccasiohs, ^e Pyrenees as well) 
and come ba«k 'j;ith enougji to endow an orphan 
asylum or hand out a few free librSri^. Tf)-day the 
game is not quite* what it u'^d to,be. *Our ynljj 
certain way of taking advantage of the French at 
racing nowadays is to tunnel under thepi and catclj, 
them ly the cfiat-tails ; whilst, as*to thfi poor hidalgos, 
so impoverished by 'ate Yanko-Spanko 
unpleasantness as to b® hardly worth the plucking. 
But the fat and greasy citizens of Belgium still appear 
to afford fair sport, antk according to the returns from 
Groenendaal and from Forest, from Boitsfort and 
even from old Brussels itself, they are getting it— 
largely ‘in the neck,’ be it added. For I do not 
suppose that anyone will claim that animals bearing 
such> names as Tit Bits, Little Brown Mouse, Gretna 
Green, Kendal Grove, IJamptSn Wick, DaddJ^Eohg■' 
legs,•Billy Greet, and Welsher—all recent winners— 
are purely Belgian cheveaux. 

Anyway, Jesse started for Barcelona one Monday, 
taking with him a brace of high-spirited ‘animals that 
had only just failtfd tcf connect ort the previous 
Saturday afternoon at Alexandra Park. They were 
what are ordinarjjy called pinchers, being quicker at 
pinching a bit at the fall of Ihe flag than at any 
subsequent portion of the race; but they were quite 
good enough to sidestep anything that the leading 
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‘nuts’, of Barcelona could puli'out. Nor did Jesse’s 
calculations prove* to be in the slightest degred^ at 
fault The horse that had just nvssed' in 
Challc^yarm Cup simply cantered away with the 
Prix des Sardines, whilst the Harringay Plate dis¬ 
appointment took his bit between his teeth and 
galfoped away with the big hurdle-race as though the 
winning-post had .beet right away yl Valencia 1 
In those two hours of victory ^ Barcelona Jesse 
Winfield‘increased in he'.ght by three inches. From 
jvearing the look of .dejection ccAnmon to the small 
Cockney tradesman .on Derby Day, when he deposits 
one week’s t;akings on the top of the upturned umbrella 
and then picks''up the wrong card, J*Sb developed a 
sort of amiable trucufence, that galled for eve 1/'thing 
within sight. As he stood tTiere in the paddock, 
apparently waiting to see if anything else, not. 
previously schedsled, was coming to him, and in¬ 
cidentally explaining to another Englishman the 
difference between the Spanish language as it is 
taught in our schools, and as, with twenty-seven 
different patois, corresponding to as many provinces^ 
it is spoken in Spain, an emissary from ^een 
TsaBSla approached. ‘Her ^ajesty, said this func¬ 
tionary—a lineal descendant of'old Chris Colmnbus 
himself, proud as a conqueror’s hymn and alnvtst too 
excited to get his words out with distinctness—was 
coming along" on foot from the royal balcony to offer 
her personal ’congratulations to the distinguished 
foreigner whose horses had swept the board of the 
principal prizes. ^ 

“You will be so good as to bare your head and 
remain bowing to receive Her Majesty,’’ said this 
distinguished flunkey in a dialect too ragged to re- 
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produce, adding, “ SheVill speak to you and present 
lier royal hand. This you will raise to your lips and 
figh^y kiss th# fingers, at the same time assuring the 
Queen that the honour she does you is altcgether 
unprecedented, also that it is entirely unmerited 
either by your mise*rable animals or yoijr humble, 
ignoble self. , Behold, seftor, the Qyeen approached! ” 
And be/ore Jesse dould Higjpt these hints, the 
chamberlain had stepped asid^«nd the Queen stood 
there, all smiles and condejcensioif. , jlless lier kind 
and royal heart, hov? she did sprgad th,e bufter, to bj 
sure! As Jesse subsequent!^ observed, “ She lai^ on 
the cement till I felt quite sticky! ” But Jie executec^ 
a long,^right Sniile, as one enamSured'of some sweet 
coiioci^sness, anjJ, even ijjs spM.ctacles •sparkled with 
joy when the gracious jegent brought her eulogium to 
iO^onclusion by declaring that the Winfield horses did 
far more than merely run : they positively flew, 

“ Oh, hedge a bit, y’r Majesty, hedge a bit! ” cried 
the delighted Jesse, going, metaphorically, clean up in 
the air; and though the Queen-Mother nobly 
^!entrolled her laughter, and, disengaging the royal 
paw* that Jesse was still vigorously .pump-handling, 
passed quietly on, it tpok ETpsom’s embroclWolJist 
seveftl years to explain to' his companions of that 
sunny«afternoon exactly which of the twenty-seven 
patois be spoke to the Queen in. , 

,An equally well-meant, but none tha less terrible, 
lapsus lingua, was that with which old Jack Dickinson, 
the Leeds tipster, whose business it was to sell you 
for a shilling a cajd whereon the potential winners of 
the day’s races were indicated, menaced the Duke of 
Beaufort. It was on a certain glorious July day at 
Stockbridge, and the grand old Duke had aifighted 
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from ,his brougham at a spot'^ only a few feet away 
from where the husky, hard-working old horse-watcher 
harangued, in the dialect of the pit’s mo>-th, an ara?we(f 
bucolic crowd. Dickinson was quite favourably known 
to most of the racing aristocracy, so that he raised his 
billycock respectfully as he saw the Duke approaching, 
and the Duke good-naturedly paused to, listen. Old 
Jack, who had been, up since daybreak and had seen 
all the morning gallops^was imploring' the rustics to 
follow the blue-hooped jeeket, which, he said, would 
eertainly foil home in at least twfi races on that after¬ 
noon—on Travanco’-e in the Mottisfont Stakes, and on 
Constance in the Johnstone Plate. 

“ And you rdally fliink that both \l'iil win, Dickin¬ 
son ?" asked tiie Duke-, with graceful condesccffllbn.*’ 

“Aye, it’s a pinch for t’ pair of ’em, y’r Graace,’’ 
roared Old Jack, with much warmth; “ an’ wha*'’“ 
moo-re, if y’r Griace doesn’t fack evp a reglarparcel 
over ’em, why—why, A’al never speak to y’r Graace 
on a racecoorse agin ! ’’ 

Alas for the ducal packing-up of ‘parcels!’ 
Though Travancore just scrambled home, the beautli 
ful Constance got beaten by a neck. 

“ fi'^'a racing-centre Stockbridge practically departed 
this life at about the same time ’as did that ‘ eMerly 
naval man,’ Admiral Rous, but its demise Wks not 
ofFcially recognised ti'l many years later. Whilst it 
enjoys a doubtful sort of immortality as one of t^e 
very hottest stamping grolmds ‘ of ‘ the boys ’ of' its 
time, many of whom ‘Worked’ the meeting in the 
daytime and took in Salisbury or W^inchester at night. 
One misguided genius there is still to be encountered 
in the West End, who, on ‘the Hampshire circuit, 
used tir 4ress at night as a high-church curate, and as 



PITCHfiR PARADISE 17*3 

such used to cover the^resence of his confederates in 
theNiotel billiard-rooms of the cathedral cities. • Like 
30 rjany t>f his kidney, he seemed to cheat only for 
the 'pleasure t>f squandering his plunder foolishly : 
he was Ijjce the beneficent honey-beetles of joyful 
YucatSn tliat distil h«n%y on their shining, transparent 
little backs till they swell to the size of a glSss marble; 
yet so susceptible to pleasaq>:ry and familiarity ae 
they, that one ^as only to ticklo^em under the fore¬ 
shoulder fo<- them to part^wlm all their stock, and 
then go meekly ofUto fill up again.** • 

Falling* out with his ringleader earl/ in one StOck* 
bridge week, Joseph (hs his front 'name was) incurred 
that p(^empto»y. bar to Church parade, ^ black eydT 
It wa'.imost unusual circumstance, yet jio noteworthy 
romance * relievetT' tne* sifRplicity of the* main fact. 
He had ‘ asked for ’ it, and he had got it. Even this 
mischance, howeyer, di(j not deter his assumption of 
the sable vestments on that very evening, though the 
way in which he pulled his black felt hat down on the 
near side till it quite obscured his left eye was scarcely 
ecclesiastical. And Fate, for his deceit, ordained that 
Joseph should forthwith fall across a veritable young 
parson in the billiard-room of one of the leadingj^ct»lj 
of l^Snchester, in which ‘resbrt the band had already 
founda,more than one young sqifire who had been 
charged fifty or sixty sovereigns for his evening on 
the green cloth, and who haa proved ^oo much {he 
gentleman to screaqj‘about it afterwards. 

To etigage this young priest in a modest' hundred 
up’was to Joseph as easy as shelling peas, and far 
pleasanter; but ti drink only ginger-beer, and to re¬ 
frain from the obscene jests which can alone relieve 
the tedium of billiards with an absolute duf^r, was 
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much more difficult. Joseph was constantly going;, to 
the vtry verge of jvhat his warped sense of propriety 
told him he must not overstep, and then irying to 
drowti., his final words in a forced fit of coughing. 
Finally, and by consummate art, Joseph aljowed the 
curate to beat him by three ‘points; whereupon, he 
insj^ntly claimed a return game, which the young 
gentleman could not ve^ry well refuse hun. By this 
time the room was'filling with local sportsmen, and, 
though the representatives of the cloth naturally made 
no wagers, Joseph’s pals manage.! to get five or six 
oetb of a level fiver oi ‘the one with the hat on.’ 
It was when this second game had reached the ex¬ 
citing point of seven-y-three all, that Joseph, lyjio had 
removed his coat bu.t not his hat, got a Jifse bit 
careless of liis deportment.His opponent had pulled 
himself together and was playing really well, and it 
was becoming urgently advi^pble for Joseph to go 
ahead and finish the job in case of accidents. The 
gas above his head felt hot and his hat was sadly in 
the way. Faced by a somewhat difficult shot, he 
clean forgot his discoloured optic, and—pulled hi? 
hat offl For an instant his amazed opponent gazed 
g-gb*'#- at the very ukclerical spectacle; then, with 
undisguised concern, he aoKed politely: , 

“Dear me! wherever did you get that fearful 
mouse, brother ? ’’ 

‘Then it wa^ that poor, bothered Joseph, much more 
intent on winning the game than of keeping up Bis 
irksome di^uise, blurted«out: 

“ Straight out o’ the ruddy trap, dear brother; right 
straight out o’ the ruddy trap 1" 

’Tis true that Joseph won his heat by making's 
break of twenty-eight; but never was a billiard-room 
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cleared out quicker, a«d the gang themselves gave it 
ouvsat Stockbridge on the following^day that it •would 
be no use taking billiard attractions to Winchester for 
a yaar or two^as the townspeople had just had some. 

A true biographer should not hold theories nor 
express opinions, bijt»on no single point have'the 
boys’ in my time, and speaking from Observation, 
shown mucfe'more ingepuity Jhan fri their everlasting 
efforts to get^into the rings paddocks without 
going through the simple, if ■dccassonally impossible, 
formality of forkinjr out. 'Scaling lArriei^, stealing 
pass-cheoks, bribing lax gatekfiepers; counterfefting 
pass-checks—all the* devices belong to the limbo 
of the^ past; ,bpt worthy of the D.§. 0 ? (Piccadilly 
Circus»^ivision) were the three broken ‘merchants,’ 
who, spotting frB.u tl*e (iff-side of the uacecourse a 
new custodian of the paddock entrance, instantly got 
'tiifough by shouting but a single word. On the off- 
chance of passing for detectives wifh a prisoner, two 
of them grabbed the third by the cuffs and collar of 
his coat, and, marching him sternly up to the point 
of ingress, shouted “Gate!” and—wide open 4 he 
gateman flung the precious portal! 

And “what did they do at Lingffeld?”—a;, rhey 
have^it in their own yernactdar. 

On^this swcetly-rural and delightful racecourse 
they (Jetected a weak position as promptly as i! 
they had made their first Airvey from a military 
balloon. The oblong kjitchen in v^hich the Iris! 
stew is brewed is ostensibjy in the Paddock, but 
its service end ‘overlaps into the Ring. When al 
that kitchen’s batteries are iiv action the place 1; 
fairly hot, and, as a consequence, the doors an 
seldom quite closed. 
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From the Paddock, which abuts on the country 
road itself, the m^t amusing of the ‘ lads of London ’ 
once entered the kitchen on tiptoe, and, approaching 
a cook who was busily stirring some’savoury Kew 
in a huge cauldron, whispered hurriedly : 

“ 'fell your mate I’ve took hiit\, six bob to four the 
one, an’ ten bob to two the other; don’t forget now, 

sk: TOb to four an’ ten bpb- 

“Look ’ere!’’ crie^J^ the cook, angrily, pausing in 
his stirring and „emfi.asising his words with his 
greasy right hi,‘iid. “ I’lh too busy to bother about 
bettin’-messages for anybody : whatever you’ve got 
to tell ’im, tell ’im yerself!” 

• • “All right, qld man, don’t hurt yqu^elf!” sneered 
the dodger with a well-simulated air of injury “ All 
the same, he’d ha’ done it fet y^u, know.” Saying 
which, he took his leave by-^the service door into 
Tattersall’s! Nor was the bitterly recriminatiSTy" 
argument which' the two cooks subsequently held 
on the subject of ‘ neglectin’ work to follow bettin',’ 
pro and con, the least amusing part of the affair, 
for^when one is properly admonished by one’s best 
‘ friend, the admonition is seldom wanting in warmtii 
05,Wl§pnalism. Wiselj,' the Hindoos have no word for 
‘ friend,’ thus the little leather Lee-passes to the Hindoo 
music-halls admit anly the editor. 

But however amusing ‘ the boys ’ may be oi\ paper, 
they are hot stuff to Handle in the flesh, and, once 
upon a barren^ autumn time, tbejj? even made a meal 
of Chippy»Norton, as the late Mr Henry Pull, of 
‘ Birmingham, was passing well known'. Twenty years 
have slipped away since TIu Wofid chronicled the 
appearance in the Ring at Newmarket of “ a person 
exactly resembling the familiar figure of John Bull 
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as drawn by Mr Tenffiel in Punch, and this oddity 
in the sacred precincts of the Jo>^ey Club loudly 
assented his dpire to lay four to one on the field 
in thousands.’' Chippy may havp been new tc^ The 
World, but he was fairly old to the Haymarket and 
Piccadilly Circus, and, whenever he was flujh of coin, 
his stereotyped order to Sam Adaijis, then ‘ in frent ’ 
at the Londbn Pavilion,’was; * ^ 

“ Now, Sank, me lad, get n^-’che best seat in the 
’ouse, an’ put this here ’at/and Sti,fk in the nex’ 
best!” • ' • . 

I have* some reason to retnem^er Chippy, for he 
once, quite unwittingly, brought about pny suddeq,. 
withdrawal frcsn* the Stewards’ Stand’at the aristo¬ 
cratic l!\tle meeting at Croxton Park. • My presence 
on the w'hitewaslied s^rfold aforesaid wa*s, I should 
explain, due to the fact that I thought I had as 
mu^ right to bejthere as either the Puke of Portland 
or Colonel Henry Porcster, between whom I stood 
and watched the horses go down to the pwst. 
Presently Chippy came along and bowed politely 
aixl raised his broad-brimmed, squat beaver to us. 
The J)uke only frowned at him, aqd the Colonel 
only stared in a.bored way.* Not affected ih t)fi? 
least by this snubbing, (jhip^y roared out in a voice 
of thusder; * 

“ FotWer thousan’ to one on tlje fee—aid, or any pvt 
of it I Now, y’r Grace ? ” • 

6 ut His Grace did not bite, and ’the dear old 
Colonel* only gjized round • as though ^e would 
willingly summoi^ the hangman. Meanwhile Mr 
Bull was waiting. Jn my tight-hand breeches 
[x>cket a half-sovereign, the last that I had, was 
rapidly burning a hole through which to escape.’ 

13 
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“Which do you bar, Mr ^ull?” I asked, with a 
modesty almost- exceeding that of the wayside 
violet . ' I 

“ Albert Melville, me lord,” answerec Chippy ; “ an’ 
fives bar Albert Melville.” 

“ Forty bob to ten, if you pldase,” I said, dragging 
forth my little eive lamb and depositing it in his 
paw. ■ 

“Four to one to\'a,lf a bar!” he'roared to his 
clerk, “an’ t^f 'humfic.- is six, three, two, nine, 
noi^ht! “An’ thanl? you!” *’ 

Archer was riding Albert Melville, and Archer was 
in very high fettle just then, having under considera¬ 
tion nothing l&s important than an offer of marriage 
from the Di»che.ss of Mqntrpsc—;;apd Tho" 4 'inman 
veritably believed that such a union would make him 
a Duke. r- 

However, I had, as the Duke wen.-^ down the stairs 
on one side and the Colonel the other, forebodings 
somehow that I shouldn’t be standing there when 
my horse won, and my surmise proved perfectly 
correct As the mighty shout of “They’re oflW” 
came welling up from the half-crown kennel, 1 was 
i^Slng^Jolitely, but firihly, removed; and it was on a 
far less imposing portion of the course that, -ivhen' 
the “ All right! ” was shouted, I produced brhf No. 
63,290 and relieved old Chippy’s breeches p6cket of 
the weight of two and a half of the best For, though 
Chippy’s record was not - one .which would secure 
sepulture for his mortafi remains ip the Abbey at 
Westminster, he, in the parlance ^f the racecourse, 
never ‘took a libertj^’ with me\ what he may have 
done with others is no concern of mine. But to the 
story of his double martyrdom. 
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One of the things *of beauty with which ^e was 
wont to adorn his ponderous persoft was a huge gold 
watch-cable. , The regular racegoer was as familiar 
with the sight of that chain as Jie was with tlffe red 
post on 4 ^ewmarket’% classic Heath; and, indeed, 
he saw it fifty time? oftener. In point pf weight it 
might havj.held the Cedric at her moorings,»Md 
what was its intrinsic* valu# it pnakes me dizzy to 
estimate. Bht there came fi. day when a fresh 
‘head’—in reality,^ consciiSceles? counterfeiter and 
sleight-of-hand sharp from Gloucester.Street, Clejjjceg- 
well—came a-racing, and he and his pals soon got 
familiar with old Chippy. At the end of two £ir 
three ^eeks, hrfd of one particular day’s racing (at 
Derby,'if memotv servgs^ the little m#b stood round 
the bookie at a refre-shment bar, and whisky flowed 
water. And presently the new boy, who had 
been openly admiring •Chippy’s lovely jewellery and 
decanter-stopper shirt-studs for several seconds, came 
out with the observation : 

“ Chippy, old man-” 

• “ Mister Bull, if you please! ” growled Chippy, who, 
in bis later years was very prone to» check this sort 
of familiarity. • . . ’ 

“Well, Mister Billl, then. D’ye know. I’ve just 
been*thinkin’ what a pooty little chain that is of 
yours,’an’ the only thing that sets me wonderiti’ is 
wjiy you don’t have.it reproduced in 'gold! But I 
s’pose you wouldn’l? risk* wearin’ a ^old .chain on a 
racecourse ? ’’ • * 

To say that C|jippy was absolutely flabbergasted is 
to put the thing extremely mildfy. For a few seconds 
speech quite failed him, and, even when he found it, it 
was not of a nature suited to reproduction. Dut, with 
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the rjy:ing man’s first resource, he promptly offered 
:o bet that it v/sts a solid gold chain, and his offer 
was instantly accepted. Would he a hundred? 
Aye,*tjr even a monkey! The other^man, equally 
:onfident, said that nothing ip life would’■suit him 
setter tharv to risk his whole dSy’s winnings on his 
[ittlfi Clerkenwell .opinion, and he had ,-won a little 
sver a thousand—they'would ‘call it a thousand,’ 
anyway. 

Chippy took,it dn. 

, Bpth parties staked. Then to t^e largest jeweller’s 
n the Midland capital thronged ,the excited company, 
ind, after some palaver as to the exact terms in which 
the question wds to be put to the gdefemith. Chippy 
took off his vwtch-chain. JThe laye,r of tht^ig bet 
temporarily grabbed and held .the chain while raising 
in objection to the name of any particular m ^aL 
being cuggested .to the jeweller—a ifastidious bit of 
byperprecision; but he held the chain for about three 
seconds—and then, his point being granted, passed 
the bauble across the counter. The jeweller fetched 
his acid, and, calmly and dispassionately, applied the 
test . • 

'^he'chain was of conimqn white metal, thinly gilded 
over! ' • o c 

Chippy’s rage was positively picturesque ki its 
magnitude and intensity. He raved about what the 
chain had cost him, and blared of the fate th^t 
should befall flie wretched' jeweller in Birmingham 
of whom he bought the'thing, as sewn as he "should 
get back to New Street. He was, going to run all 
way from the rt&lway station to the shop, and 
have the poor jeweller ripped up and hamstrung, 
before he could enquire what he had done to merit 
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evisceration. For all \his blather, however, there was 
no way out of paying up over the lost bet, and so 
the, shrbwd punter received the two thousand. 
Chiflpy replai^d the chain—whifh the winner asked 
to have ‘.one more look at’ as it was given back— 
acros/ his waistcoatf and the whole army, of occupa¬ 
tion then in Derby talked of nothipg else all night. 

It was Jn the very ^next tiigljt, after Chippy fiad 
had a snorting bad day, that other sharp, who only 
came racing occasionally, as’tfed tcf b^ allowed to sec 
the chain, and, hav?ng seen it, sajd: • 

“ Not ^old ? Rats! Thest go\,dsmiths you’ve tieeii 
to ought to be hoeing cabbages! It’j snide, ehi 
Well, .snide or mot snide, Chippy, I'shall give yoi 
fifty qvid for it” . 

“ Now, don’t mess me about, me 15 d,” snarled 

Chijjpy, “ because I’ve- Well, never mind, but I’ve 

’ad enough of it I’vft ’ad it tested.an’ it’s br^ss, but 
the job isn’t ended yet, an’ don’t you forget it! ” 

But the other was importunate. He didn’t care a 
something or other, he said, for all the so-called 
jewellers in Derby. Market-gardeners they were,, 
not .jewellers at all. He’d been qne of the first 
hundred men itj the old_ B^-okcn Hill camp, atid 
lordlummy! if he didn't know gold when he saw it 
it wa« time he got out a broom add started sweeping 
crossit^s. And so he rattled qn, turning out sentences 
that were softer than the south wind^ with all the 
eftrontery of that lamented sportsman who once 
calmljf went t|jrough the‘Bankruptcy tourt with 
liabilities of sevcyty thousand pounds and assets con¬ 
sisting of “ an unsound chestnut mare and a disputed 
bet with, I believe, a welsher.” Anyway, he’d bet a 
level hundred, he said, as he pulled out a roll of bank- 
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notes, that the chain was gold; and Chippy, with the 
weakness and the ineradicable love of chance, common 
to every people without exception, took the bet op. 

Not to any one jpweller’s did they yo that mght, 
but to twenty. And all were firm in the opinion that 
the chain was of pure gold, and V)f the highest' carat 
Five or six firms^,offered to buy it outright, if the 
gentleman wished |o tell; 'but Chippy took his 
medicine like a little rran. He paid oiTl the eleventh 
hundred with t|je hijurei air of one who has acquired 
some gredc scientific, truth late in life, and from that 
ciay to the end, the jnost'skilful of ‘ the lads’ allowed 
him to run ksose, so that his sacred resolution never, 
in any future bets about the weight, length, strength, 
genuineness, oe intrinsic value of his gable, to 4 et it out 
of his own ‘hands, even in passing it to a goldsmith, 
was a superfluous and a wasted one. ^ 

An(i yet some, of these ‘ bc^s ’ have a weird and 
distorted sense of decency amongst themselves, and 
profess to shy at anything that is downright low. 

“Speakin’ about never stoopin’ to anythink that’s 
low',” once said to me a Mr George Trussell, better 
known around Piccadilly Circus as ‘ Chops,’ from his 
having once, in the hdat of an unequal discussion, 
bundled an offending Haymarket grill-cook on t<. his 
own glowing gridiron, “ give me Bob Sinclair to get 
mopey with every timp, because Bob SinclaA can’t 
abear, and never will descend to, anythink what y<ju 
may call dirty. • Bob is realiy w'hat you might call a 
high-class sharp,” continued Mr Truf^ll, “an’‘clever 
enough to charm fleas off a dog’s ^ar; but he only 
travels with thoroughbreds, an’ the ordinary meanness 
bom in all mortals in his case died in the bud. I’il 
^ve ye<an instance of it” 
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“ Him an’ me an’ \Zocoa Charlie got back from 
Gat wick last Tuesday night absolutely hearts-f)f-oak. 
We,was’that rapless that it wouldn’t even run to a 
syndicated siive-off at Snow’s,.an’ we looked like 
spendin’ a dry, intellectual evening amongst the glpssy 
elbowl and baggy kaees of genius-gone-a^tray at the 
German beer place; but Bob’s tqarvellous intfjlect 
soared above it all. Resource ? .1 reckon, if Bob i*^as 
stripped stark naked an’ tied to the North Pole to¬ 
night, he’d .eappear in the Bwega-^vijAin a week with 
a tumbler o’ G.S.D? an’ seltzer in his fist an*a monkey 
in his kidk, what he’d torn o(T the .bears a-teachin^’em 
the scientific game of ‘ Uncle Sam ’! But hows’m- 
ever. Bob didn’t seem depressed a bit. ‘ There’s no 
taste ih «othinkj^ says he, ‘ an’ that’s all,of the glorious 
flavour ds we’re likely lo'get unless we hfinch up an’ 
hustle for it. Come on over into the club.’ 

“IJow, would,ye believe it, we hadn’t been .in the 
club five minutes before Bob had taken the bank for 
ten pounds an’ touched a almost perfcc’ stranger for 
a pony to open it with. When I say a perfec’ 
stranger, that’s hardly right; he was a well-dreSsed 
guy^-though there was no real ‘ cl^ss ’ about him: 
you can always .spot a bit o* ‘ class,’ I think, by his 
lines, an’ his boots, 'an’ • his ’at—that turned up 
in thf! club nearly every night an’ hever seemed at all 
short <y the red stuff". His najne was Gunn.” 

I only shook my head, "rhe name, had no sig¬ 
nificance for me. • • 

“ W:ll, anyway. Bob starts chuckin’ 'the broads 
out o’ the box, with Charlie takin’ in an’ payin’ out, 
an’ me barrackin^ up. Bob thraws away a bit to start 
with, which serves the double trick of sweetenin’ the 
punters an’ givin’ himself a second call on Gunn. An’ 
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Gunn stood it like a lamb, too !* May I die! he pulled 
out a kecond pony jest as though it was a-puttin’ him 
on the Bank of England board at par! * But no 
soonar has the secpnd pony fell thaip Bob gets to 
worjc—an’ what a treat it is to watch him! His 
style’s so pretty, so finished; he- deals out the' cards 
like»a duke in 'ig^ spirita I declare, if I was a toff 
an had got to go through it,* I’d rather 'drop a few 
thousands to Bob Sinclair than I’d get it off of some 
o’ the burglars an* mess-crs that passes for workmen 
nowadays^ However, you can guess what ’appens; 
in about a hour an’, a hstlf Charlie tips Bob Vhe wink 
that the bundle’s about big enough, an’ the bank 
passes. Bob gets ujt from the table an? joins me an’ 
Charlie in thp ‘ Readin’ Room’—^ey cait'it the 
‘readin’ robm,’ I take it, because that’s generally 
where the read-an’-writes comes off! ‘ How much 
have ye got ? ’ 50b asks of Cocoa .Charlie. ‘ Two 
hundred an’ fourteen, gross’, says Charlie, ‘but, with 
the bloke’s fifty took out, a hundred an’ sixty-four.’ 
Bob doesn’t say anythink for a minute or two—seems 
to be communin’ with himself; then he turns to me 
an’ says: ‘ Whaf is this yere Gunn, Chops ? Dck you 
know?’ ‘No better than you doj says I, ‘but I 
think he ought to draw* his* fifty tkis time. After 
what he’s done he^ wortii keepin’ sweet for ariother 
nigjht, when he’ll prqbably drop for almost any 
amount’ But Bob don’t seem persuaded. ‘ Stop here 
while I make a* few enquiries ab'c^t him,’ he says, an’ 
goes back ihto the card-room. , *• 

“ In less than five minutes,” he continued, “ Bob 
comes bustlin’ back absolutely bristlin’ with virtuous 
indignation. ‘The dirty, despicable dog I’ he cries, 
‘ do you think that I’d have even handled his money 
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r I had^ have known ft ? ’ ‘ Known what ? ’ I asks. 
Why, where he gets his money,’ answers Bob; ■* they 
ell ipe that the dirty hound gets his stuff by steerin’ 
ive br six 01.4 these here “ massage” shops! Good 
awd! to ^hink that /, be what 1 may, should ever 
lave staked on a declt o’ broads the price of some 
oore milliner’s or disappointed typewriter’s shape! 
Me openin’ h'bank with-quidr, each’one o’ which was 
wet with a woman’s tears ; me workin’ the broads an’ 
stakin’ with the “ discipline-twatmsnt ” money! Oh, 
it’s too repugnant, ^00 revolting to flWell jover; but 
this is where heaven deals out justice’ to him, this 8 

where Nemesis overtakes him- Copoa, cut up 

that fifty along with the rest’ * ■> 

He ft,.Jjowever, not always ungratefuj nor oblivious 
of bygofte benefits, a tlSty pretty instance of which 
1 once witnessed amongst the coaches at Ascot On 
the^ox-seat of,an adpiirable turn-out sat a certain 
beautiful creature who in that day was the despair 
of every purveyor of musical comedy in London, 
barring the one who was paying her six per week 
just to walk on and lend a tone to a burlesque in 
whiqh three low comedians supported thirty choristers. 
Sweet things 1 they have more uses occasionally than 
• evea the gallery supposes, for once upon a time, when 
poor.Hughie Drummond’s finances were in a state 
which Necessitated strict personal economy, his lady 
mother remonstrated with him on jiis continued 
extravagances, addigg that his credit would certainly 
suffer^rom his |peing constantly seen gadding about 
at night with a Gaiety girl. “ Kind, good soul 1 ’ 
answered Hughie, the tears of filial gratitude welling 
ifp in his eyes; “ but let me tell you, dear mother 
that your view is entirely wrong. It is because thing: 
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are so confoundedly rocky in the City that ffly credit 
wouW be gone if,I were seen about at night without 
a Gaiety girl! ” And a fond mother’s healt be^t all 
the .quicker, no doubt, as she reflec(/id on wKat a 
Chancellor of the Exchequer the nation Ivid missed 
by'her boy going into Cap'el Court! But'I am 
digressing.' 

^Kctoss from the pacyock.'.to join thfe‘giddy male 
butterflies who swarmed about the fair»chorister and 
guffawed at her artless 'prattle, came a certain sport¬ 
ing noblerian, 'Krhose name I forbear mentioning, but 
wilh call Lord Chafles.* He was no longfcr young, 
though he affected the dandiriess which calls for a 
waisted coat, vchite kid gloves in the daytime, and an 
enormous buttonhole of the beautiful carnation*’ which 
Sally SlapsabSage alluded ftras a ‘ malmaiso'n cup-o’- 
tea.’ From his hat to his heels he was ultra-exquisite, 
despite the fact that as an atqateur J?oxer he heTd a 
record which scarcely assimilated with such lament¬ 
able femininity. His advent on the coach was hailed 
with delight by the fairy, since she wanted some 
betting done and none of her 'other johnnies’ 
possessed a ring-ticket. She asked Sir Charles tq tell 
her what to back, and he said Dieudonne. 

" Oh, yes, I must havo a bit jon that 1 ” she oried, < 
“ for the sake of dear old Ryder Street! Off yqii go, 
Charlie, and put me two sovereigns on Dieudonne; 
thei^’s a boolye just befiind us somewhere.” 

And from thp crowd at the b^ck of the coachls 
there came* at that moment a monotonous bkre of 
‘ 'Underd to forty on th’ fee—aid, ’underd to forty on 
the fee—aid, three to *006 b—ar onel ” Lord Charles 
tin round to take the odds, and came face to fade 
with Jyn' Billings, once a creditable middle-weight 
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pugilist from Shoreditch, but now a bookmaker of 
(very doubtful methods. Jim, whose systenf was 
[simplicity itself — reckoning whatever he took as 
‘(Windings’—hufi a big mob of Joafers and rustics 
round him, listening open-mouthed to his br^ive 
i>luster and string-fastened offers; but his harangue 
stopped as he caught sight o*f Lord ^Charles, who ];ad, 
obviously, intended to have a sead^-money bet. Afid 
J^ord Charles halted too. I^ws of some of Jim 
Billings’ re'cent performaaces hiid^already gone 
•ound the town, and Lord Charles^ had* seriously 
ontemplated discontinuing *the pod of patroifagi 
which he had accorded the pugilist since tj»e old days 
of the* Pelican. • For the ex-scApper*and his cleric 
were dai!> ‘ ringijig the book ’ on their.customers by 
the old, old plan of recording the bets fh a blank 
column and heading it, directly after the race, with 
the name of a losing horse. , 

Nor did Billings misinterpret Lord Charles’ hesi¬ 
tancy. The eyes of fifty louts had witnessed the 
whole affair and now watched for the sequel. 
Billings, having realised that he must go throilgh 
withtit, also saw that he must comgsunicate to his 
clerk the need fpr noting this particular bet with 
•honest accuracy. • * • 

“ Which ’orse, my lord ? ” asked Billings. 

“I \?ant five pounds to twp, Dieudonne,” replied 
Lord Charles. 

“Right! Five pqpnds*to two, Dieudonne 1 ’’ cried 
Billing; and added, to the intense dis^st of the 
noble customer, “^n’ put it down to 'Pal’\” 



CHAPTER VIII. 

Captain Winjiingtctt* Askew opens a betting «»ccount—And as promptly 
^closes it—The dead kard luck of Flying Peggy—Golden words of 
Lord Durham’s—“The Ctowner and the unfortunate juryman— 
Jimmy Henderson and the wily subaltern—Jimmy’s appeal to the 
' boy’s colonel*—‘Tabasco, London’ — Out changed hylflings— 
When Shifter was a private tutor—His eight admirab'^ maxims 
for the young—The cub who flayed M-,A, Rol^rts—For the 
International Championship at Spoof—IIow 'Captain Evergreen* 
played Fr)’, the younger, at billiards—Swears strikes a promising 
partner—And outlines a sawdust club—A memory of BairAitrae’s 
Csnnbridgeshire, and—Man’s ingratitude. 

In a letter written early in last year to a creditable 
London bookmaker whose address is advertised daily 
in' TAe Sportsman, a certain Captain Winnington 
Askew expressed his desire to open a betting account, 
mentioning as references the names of so many noble¬ 
men and gentlemen in the racing world, that he »eally» 
seemed to be on close terms with the cream of the 
Jockey Club. The early days of January lire not 
favourable tp the making of enquiries of this sort; 
moreover, the letter itself was sd devoid of the stilted, 
lamp-mad<f phrases of the larcenous, and so redolent 
of the spontaneity of honest wagering, that the Captain 
received by return whatever sign, signal, or password 
this particular bookie may employ for ‘Go ahead.’ 
Instead of forthwith commencing to pull up Cockspur 
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Street by the roots, however, the Captain lay low until 
the morning of the 23rd (a circumstawce which seamed 
to evince *the Captain’s integrity), when he wired to 
have pony (jn Postman’s Knqck in the Sussex 
Selling Hurdle Race, at Lingfield; and was on. . In 
due course thirteen Isorses ran for the race, but the 
‘ good thing ’ was squarely Beaten Ijy Flying Pe§(gy, 
to whom tile Postman’s Knock people instanlSy 
objected on the ground that ijhe was ridden by an 
unqualified jockey, which licsportsftiajjlike objection 
the Lingfield stewarSs as promptljf overruled. 

But settling day brought “no gony from CapfaiiT 
Winnington Askew, to whom, indeed, the bookie 
wrote Idiree times for a settlemeitt without receiving 
an answei* At the foui th letter, howcvqt, the Captain 
allowed Himself to be drawn, and his unblushing reply 

was in this vein :— 

• 

“Dear Mr - one*regrets morek(i«nly than I (Jo the 

fact that our first little deal has ended disastrously to myself, but 
my sympathy with you, and my respect for your good father, 
compel me to tell you that it’s no earthly good wasting any more 
postage-stamps or stationery m attempting to get a settlenvsnt 
with me. I had looked forward to a nice little run on your 
ledger but Fate is dead against me, and it as only fair to ac¬ 
knowledge that my najne is no n^ore tVinnington Askew than is 
4rour ^wn, but I am extremal/well>known about the Haymarket 
district as—always very much at your service— 

* , “ Big-headed Ben of Beak Street ’’ 

• p 

The bookie was, of course, intensely, angry with 
himself for twenty mjdutes for allowing»such a wrong 
’un to get into hi; ribs, but the evening net^spapers of 
that self-same ni^ht brought a reckoning that was 
strangely odd, and one at which*Captain Winnington 
Askew himself may have passed remarks which were 
more military than civil. The owner of Postman’s 
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Knock, dissatisfied with the ruling of the Lingfield 
executive, had taken his case to the Stewards of the 
National Hunt, who, finding, after an unconscionable 
delay, that the jockey of Flying P'Jggy haa once 
ricjden in a pony race at a place, somewhere outside 
the pale of Christian toleration, called Roughton 
Fepst, disqualified the winning mare and—gave the 
race to Postman’s Knack 1 

r 

Keeping what is weakly called for ihe purpose of 
evading the law a ‘ turf commission agency,’ is most 
distinctlj* not all-beer-and-skittles, for, as Lord 
Durham observed in hiS speech before the House of 
Lords Corpmittee about fifteen months ago—I am 
unable to give the e'xact date, since the very first book¬ 
maker to whpm I read the report as it appeared in 
the ‘ Special,’ expressed a vety natural desire to take 
the paper home and frame it, and I could not refuse 
him—“ The welsher who rutts away with money can 
be punished for theft, whereas the backer who re¬ 
pudiates his debt gets off scot free.” And so it 
must continue until some sane human mind more 
cotoplex than the rest frames a set of rules which are 
inflexible as—qaturally, no rules can be. Didn’t poor 
old George Hull, when he _was a C.rowner, make that 
sage discovery ? I think so.* His summoning ofiicei* 
had empannelled out a bare dozen, of whom th» very 
first to be tendered ,the New Testament roundly 
declared tha/- he couldn’t think of sitting. “ But you 
must sit, sir,” cried the Crowner, long accustomed to 
shirkers. ‘‘‘Well, I can’t sit,” persisted thf juror. 
•‘Then I shall commit you to prison,” roared the 
Crowner, in a great passion. ‘‘ Now, unless you 
instantly show me .some good reason for your hot 
sitting--” “ Oh, that I’ll soon do,” retaliated that 
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ratepayer viciously, beginning to unbutton. “ And if* 
you don’t call three blind boils on* a fellow’s-^— 
but, %s at this point the only person in the roonn who 
wasnl giggling was the ‘remains,’ that physicfally 
disqualified juryman ^^as hurriedly bundled out* 
Only a little while ^go, when an Act to.secure the 
betting-house keeper a fairer deal s*emed moderately 
likely, one Jimmie Herftlersofc, wjio, in quite anotlier 
name runs a sfort of racing bucket-shop, debated with 
me the probabilities of suai»legisl^;u«, if any, being 
retrospective. ^ ^ ^ 

“ For, if only it sljould be,” said he, “ strike me 
barmy if I wouldn’t stand a supper for a* dozen jujt 
to get liquare 'frifii a bit of a cavalry bra! that put it on 
me for te.wponiej, an’ a perfect parcel besides, as long 
ago as las’ June! I ain’t so rich that I don’t need 
any more red, nor so stony that I’ve lost hope of ever 
dealir? out flimsies like handbills again; but I would 
put up a gorge for the satisfaction of havin’ a legal 
reckonin’ with that young bud from Aldershot! 

“ He was a flowery bit of a boy in the 15th Dragoon 
Gmards, partin’ his hair an’ his name in the middle, 
a Lieutenant Rawson-Tipton,” continued Jim Hender¬ 
son, with the wild humour and^appy philosophy that 
4 ead <in optimist to regard a mistake as an experience; 
“an’,cnly to show you the value ot caution, when he 
applied* to me to open a ledger-account, I put Ijie 
litjle runt through three enquiry oflficos, an’ there 
wasn’t so much as jfie sign of a matk against his 
name 1 * He’d a family pedigree as long *as a stud- 
bulldog’s, an’ wheq he wrote to me for a book o’ rules 
an’ a weekly account, he sent mtf a brace o’ references 
that would have drawn wild birds out o’ the ruddy 
trees I • 
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“ He took me two-an’-a-half hundred to one, Volody- 
ovskP for the Derby, an’ up it rolls I Naturally I 
was anxious for him to go on an’ knock this down a 
bit, but I knew he wasn’t at Epsom,'an’ 1 wouldn’t 
risk wiring to the barracks. Anyhow, as luck would 
have it, I fell across him in the Empire on the Thursday 
night, an’ the sight of hfm was as sweet as the first 
whiff of wallflowers af‘er a long winter. We went 
into the big bar together, him an’ me, afl’ over a brace 
o’ cocktails I tried to string him on to something for 
the Oaks, but it was no bottle. lie said he positively 
cbathed Epsom, an’, but for the Derby itself' wouldn’t 
care to own that he ever betted on anything that took 
place there. He w'asn’t going to Kempton on the 
Saturday either, so that, as he didn’t olay o^rds, an’ I 
couldn’t g6t him at the toss, it was a question of 
pulling out the brass on Monday, or losing the^ bird. 
Which did I do? Well, I don’t care a dam what 
anybody says; if you’d ha’ seen his references, you’d 
ha’ done precisely as I did. He was going over to 
Paris for the Grong Free, he said, an' cornin’ back 
for'Ascot—he ‘ absolutely soaked himself in Ascot,’ fee 
told me—so I parted the cheque 1 • 

“ Yes, I thought you'd stare at that,” said Hender¬ 
son, as he noticed the look of dismay which doubtless* 
came over my feat'hres, just as if I had been suddenly 
stung. “ However, eleven days went by withbut my 
hearing from • him, but, on reachin’ the office on the 
Monday in Ascot week, there’s a wire from him from 
Paris, havih’ a hundred •each way o»» Saxon fbr the 
Grong Free, an’ a hundred on a thing called Lieu¬ 
tenant that got second in the first race—both on the 
previous day I I began to breathe again I I half 
expected to get his cheque on the Tuesday morning. 
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but I got a wire insteacf; fifty each way, Champagne, 
for the Prince o’ Wales Stakes, fift>»each way 4 rena 
colt faj- thb Coventry, an’ fifty up an’ clown Clarehaven 
for tlte Stakes-j-all absolute buqce! Of course I 
didn’t knciw at which hotel he might be stayin’, in 
Paris, s?) I couldn’t stop him ; an’ on Wedjiesday he 
increased it to hundreds, ^e hac^ a hundred ^ch 
way each of*three: AustoaliathSta/ in the Hunt Cifp, 
Slowburn in "the Visitors, an? Sabrinetta in the 
Coronation—all of^’em WliP’s-GrOTt^s! On the 
Thursday I reckon he spotted opf that wa# as good 
as bein’ paid over—in Moscow ? I !<; Iiad two-hundred- 
an’-fifty to win, P'lyin’ Lemur for the New Stakes— 
the first one that^ot hitched, abshlutel^! It was no 
lie, thiilk.s, I, what he said in the limpire about 
positiveljt soakin' himself in Ascot! Well, that 
closed his account for the week; an’ the more I 
lookcefat those r^feri nqcs, the more I could sc^ my¬ 
self tearin’ a little cheque for fourtcen-an’-a-half 
hundred off him on the followin’ Monday.” 

Once again he paused, seemingly to re-swallow an 
inviisible door-knob which had risen in his throkt. 
Whei\ he condescended to pick up the thread of his 
narrative again, he ^id so in a ke^ which suggested that 
he naw saw how mttch "better it would have been, 
before^ drawing that cheque, to haVe gone down to 
the railrtay bridge at Charing ^ross and let a train 
run over him. , 

‘^Did I touch that fc^teen-an’-a-half ? • Not a ruddy 
oat I ” ke said. “,On the followin’ Saturday’aftemoon 
I took the rattler down to Aldershot, determined 4p 
have a clean-up wifli the monke>»or lay the whole o’ 
the facts before his commandin’ officer. Drove up to 
the barracks an’ got past the sentries, but—the biai had 

13 
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flown I So-help-me-never if'he hadn’t (so a Tommy 
in a'cin hat as t squared with a couple o’ blow told 
me) left the barracks within five minutes o’ ^ettin’ 
my cheque, an’ had taken a hotel bar,maid alony with 
him! Fancy takin’ a barmaid—a bit of sh barmaid — 
to a place that’s full of it like iParis! Why, 'a penny 
abernethy at a .Lord Mayor’s Banquet is sane an’ 
sensible to it 1 But it’s a mighty blacK look-out for 
my fourteen-an’-a-half hundred, thou’gh there’s just 
one chance: ,he’t absep*. without leave—a deserter! 
On that ground, an’ no other, there’s just a possibility 
''o’ the dibs rollin’ in After all. I pulled myself to¬ 
gether, set my tosh on a bit straighter, an’ sent my 
card up to the C.O.” . < >• 

“ And did he see you ? ” I enquired. ,n 
“ See tfle! ” cried Henderson; “ you mean did I see 
himt What ho! Telegraphic address: Tabasco, 
London I ‘ Wjiat do you want with my lieiTtenant, 
sir?’ shouted the peppery little beast while he was 
still the length o’ the stone passage from me; an’, 
without givin’ me an earthly to string him, he roared, 
‘ r see by your card that you are a filthy advertising 
betting cad I It is you, and such scum of the earth as 
you, who have, by yout nefarious an’ fraudulent devices, 
drained this poor boy of his money, until, dunp,ed to 
death, he has fled from his country and deserf,ed his 
King, sir! It is you, you foul-mouthed, squalid, 
gambling horse-leech—(“ Gawdlummy!" interposed 
Henderson, "d really thought 'as he was goin’ to set 
about m6!”)—who have pauperised an’ ejdiausted 
this pure an’ promisin’ young lad until—until— 
dammit, I cannot control myself I Guard! Guard, I 
say I Conduct this squalid blackmailer to the gates 
an’ kkk him out, d’ye hear?’ I said, ‘You’ll excuse 
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me, Colonel-’ ‘Cfbey your orders, men!’ he* 

shouts; an’ I suddenly rumble as there’s a t^y of 
’em-gtwd privates an’ a corporal—all got their hooks 
on me. ‘Go ^n, hustle the be^st out!’ shouts"the 
cocky littje swine; an’ it appeared to me that if. I’d 
got afiything to sa)» about my side o’ the case, I’d 
better get it out quick, so 1 ycllei^ out, ‘^ook Ijere! 
It’s all danf fine for your youeg military duds to cofne 
a-beltin’ on the nod an’ playin’lUp the “ pure boy ” an’ 
the “ promi.un’ lac]^’ but i’f jiggerei^ if I can see 
where it comes in I I’ve never 1^0 much as seen the 
colour o'* this young bastard's br^ss yet, wh^e fie— 
lordlovaduck I—he’s played the hurried-teuch on 
an’ taken a tart to Paris with mjFsioch-tlioncy 1 ’ ” 

Leatinii Mr Henderson with an aduli and stainless 
elephant on his Tiands, I would casually observe that 
in nothing have we made greater advancement during 
the ffest quartej of a.century than.in the practical 
education of our young men. By gradually cqrbing 
the wild and rebellious dispositions of our schoolboys, 
and teaching them that Virtue itself is only one long 
struggle against the promptings of a vulgar nattire, 
we r\pw get, at the age of twenty, hunjan hard-shelled 
cases that cannot be dented tvith a coke-hammer— 
Jiraiip young financiers* and dealers, in whose veins 
flow%the rich vital fluid of the schdbl-farm turnip, and 
who caft steam slap into the port without laying to 
for a pilot. Of whatever else the halflipg of to-Jay 
mSiy be short, he lacks no confidence* in himself, al¬ 
though the piettyesque assumnee with which he will 
demonstrate his theories with a black-lead pencil ep a 
restaurant tablecloth may not convince the beholder 
that he is allowed to do such things at home. 

Long before the admirable Shifter entered upon 
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sporting journalism, he, by the way, took a private 
tutorihip to an unlicked cub who was also a fatherless 
orphan. Laziness and ignorance were then thg two 
most cherished characteristics of the average English 
boy ; but as this particular youth had to b'f whittled 
into some sort of shape before t>cing dumped'into a 
position that had ^long been an heirloom, what great 
good fortune was i^ithat.sent Shifter acrb.s?5 his path! 
The youth’s widowed, mother, greatly -impressed by 
the polished marner of fjie new tutor, confided to 
him that,, besides attending to her son’s edueation, 
she' wished to ha.ve the boy made practical; she 
ished him to,be given some knowledge of the world, 
which, she w?.s sorry to say, he sadly lacked ; she 
wanted him to be able to hold his own in„th<i battle 
and struggle of town life. And .Shifter' readily 
promised to put him up to every move on the board. 
Whether it was this hariiiless and ingdnuous 
expression which implanted the seeds of distrust in 
the poor lady’s mind is not known, but she attended 
at the keyhole the first lesson on practical knowledge, 
and these are a few of the pearls of wisdom which sjie 
heard:— 

“ Never dodge a tradesman,, to whom you 
money; on the contrary, go again, and if he is fool 
enough to cut up nasty, threaten him with bankruptcy 
proceedings. 

“ Never go .into bankruptcy without plenty ‘‘of 
assets—ont paper. For 9 penny'or three-halfp^ce a- 
piece you can always pick up on the Stock Exchange 
the five-pound sharps of some worthless stock or 
other, so that for every fiver you throw away you will 
get an^ asset of about £3000, and if you can’t make 
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your estate show thirty shillings in the pound at that 
rate you must be a congenital idiot. 

“ I^JevA dodge a friend to whom you owe money; 
seize^im by both hands and weep over his kinddess: 
he will gijt so tnoroughly heart-sick of you and your 
gratitJde, that whenever he sees you comijig he’ll bolt 
as though he’d seen the dev'il! , • 

“Never gA really spoony#on ^ Tart of any kmd, 
especially on* a light of burle'riue who.se liberal dis-* 
play of her nether J^mbs opposed Jo render stage 
dialogue unneces.sary. If you |eel jt coining over 
you, instantly fly to a fresh 'Kirt a* an antidote. 

“ Never take a small knock with a .bookmaker; 
owe one of thertva tenner is as fa^al as‘owing the lot 
ten thfius^d. Wait until you can be# with all the 
biggest ticross tKe rails of club enclosure#, and then 
show ’em who’s which. Meanwhile, keep punting in 
‘ read^ ’ on a very smalk scale. , . 

“ Never let yourself get shabby to look at: biggest 
mistake in the world 1 It is criminal for a starving 
man to steal a loaf, for the simple reason that if he 
were in a decent suit of clothes, which must be "got ^ 
somohow, he would be in a positioi; to execute an 
‘ option ’ on an anjalgamatipn df bakeries. When you 
get into the world you ’MU see for yourself that the 
best-pressed people arc those who lire always on the 
look-ouj—Jews and divorced \^omcn. 

“ Never listen to what your elder relatives say; 
th^y have probably IjSen wrong ’uns when young, and, 
now that they cjin enjoy themselves no Ibnger, hate 
to see you having a good time. « , 

“ Never be above counting • your change; and 
always bear in mind what the country mother said to 
her daughter who was coming up to towm to be 
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'apprenticed to the Bond Street millinery: *For 
heaveA’s sake be good; but, if you can’t be good, be 
careful.’ 

“Never-’* 

But at this point the lesson was interrupted by a 
loud banging on the door, and, fwenty minutes later, 
th^; Pew tutor was'back at the railway stajtion with his 
portmanteau labelled fof'London and a,,cheque for a 
quarter’s salary in lieu of dismissal in his fist. 

And what ba.arae of tlTC’cub wkose town education 
s£) sorely needed perfecting? Why, ten or eleven 
yf.ars le'.cr, he was discovered at the old Adclphi Club, 
vainly endeavouring, to beat Mr Arthur Roberts out 
of the International Championship at Spoof, before a 
breathless proWd of more than one hi ndred" and fifty 
confirmed dipsomaniacs. And so indifferent a game 
did he play, that he could only ‘ tie ’ with the^great 
comedian ; the final scores beihg;— ' 


Mr Roberts. 

A French policeman sucking 
a' peppermint conversa¬ 
tion lozenge, inscnbetl 
“ May I see you home ?” 

One new-made grave . 

One new-told planet 
A Shepherd’s Bush ,post- 
master with a dyed 
moustache . . . 2 i 

One hard-boiled egg, mi, 
unknown . 

Total . , if> 


Mr-. 

A ladder, en rapport, with a 
paint-pot hanging from ^ 
the top rung . 

j I A deaf chambermaid with a 


^:ai?ielVhair fringe . , 

• 1 

One speckled hen 

. I 

Six Mosaic wet rags ^ 

. 6 

Two Dover’s powders 

. 2 

Four prairie oysters . 

.v 4 

Total , . 

. 16 


Alas for the obstinacy and prejudice of parents I 
Yet another instance I might mention which arose at 
the Victoria Club in the winter of ’86-87, In the 
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annual billiard handi(fa((>, poor dear Arthur de Vere 
Smith was drawn against Fry, the ypunger, whg had 
then only^ust begun to show his mastery of the game. 
Arthuj had heard a great deal about the prowess of 
his opponent, flevertheless he took the odds about 
himsel^with considerable confidence. Shortly before 
the much-anticipated heat came on, he cftlled aside 
Fry, the eldci^ and remarked quietly^ut impressively; 

“If I’m to keep out of the wcyrkTiouse between this 
and Lincoln, it’s urgently necessary,that I should win 
this heat. If that tJby of yours beats Rie, therefore, I 
shall take«him out to supper, intrbducfe him to s«m* 
of the hottest pastry* orf the music-hall ^st£(|; 5 , and, 
never Jeave h^ ,night and day wntil .'^Jhave finished 
his education.” 

It was»notice(f that there was an anxious sonference 
between father and son, and Arthur, leading through¬ 
out, w#n somewhat easily. 

There have been sonfs without number who have 
matured under the watchful guidance of the wisest 
and most excellent fathers; but in these days of 
excessive protective legislation for the young tliey 
may safely be left to ripen of their own accord like 
green bananas in a steamer’s* hold. * Once upon a 
ijjnnijier time, when the rosourceful Swears was casting 
about to find a youthful, gold-lined aristocrat with 
whom te start a sawdust club in the coming winter, 
he—even he—steered up against one of these wol\ft:s 
in iambs’ pelts. • , * • 

He,was a promisihg sortjof youth in more ways 
than one, and a juvenile optimist to whom the whole 
world was a huge Garden of i^rmida; and Swears, 
wisely deciding to give the boy a good time before 
unfolding his very latest scheme for making a fortune, 
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metaphorically opened everythi'iig that came in sight. 
He carried the J)oy off coaching and did him right 
down well; he drove him to the races and made him 
win real money ; when Sunday came he took hjm up 
the river, and even apologised because the steam 
launch only had one smokestack. If ever u chap 
worked havd to deserve another’s gratitude, Swears 

did.'' 

Eventually the flight of time brought '•ound the day 
for taking a decisive step, and Swears, having arranged 
to show tlie yb'uth the Tn'comparf.'olc pitch which he 
bad-spotted, bade him come early to breakfast. 

I hope that you will like the neighbourhood, dear 
old thing," sai,f'l .SwcRrs, who, mindful of the fact that 
no landscape can be picturesque with a handful of 
dead cabhiage’^leaves and an empty sSrdine-tin in the 
foreground, had sent round and had the whole street 
swept at daybreak. “ But dh have a mouthful of 
breakfast; thart a fresh syphon just' behind you.” 

With that he drew the young ’un over to the 
window so as to avoid the dangerous possibility of the 
liftman overhearing, and whispered into his ear the 
name of the selected thoroughfire. 

“ Not a word to a living soul, mind,” Swears im¬ 
posed—just as he once bound down to secrecy the 
late Mr Smalpagp of Maddox Street. “On your 
honour,” he said, “ on your honour as—er—as a,tailor I ” 

v'^s to the premises'themselves, which Swears and 
his prospective partner then went to inspect, they ware 
more than desirable ’; apd, though it would produce a 
panic in London to establish the principle that every 
hcJlise-agcnt who employs that ova worked adjective 
is to be held strictly to his word, there was no misuse 
of thi term in this instance. As the precious pair 
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went from floor to fllifr and from room to room, the 
blasi, critical youth made no attenjpt to conceal his 
satisfactk>n. The place was absolutely made for them. 

“ ^ow,” said Swears, as he pulled from his ppcket 
the draft plan* on which he had* spent so many mid¬ 
night* ho*urs, “ we’ll just settle a few preliibinaries* and 
then smash a bottle of wine on the cciHng for luck. 
Now, those Ihree little rooms at th# top will be W!iated 
for staff bedtooms ; I notice^r^ tfl-day’s Morning Post^ 
by the way, the advertisement of j kitchen-maid who 
has been ‘ two ye^Ss in the scullery wfth Pjince Louis 
of Battfjnberg ’: she ought, to‘be Secured, I think. 
The big room, just below, when fi!ted with S lift- •.nil 
all tl\jit sort of thing, will make *in excellent kitelfcn. 
On the floor beneath that we can put at least two 
billiard»tat)les iti the front room, whileT vq got an old 
oil-painting of the Marquis of Hastings which we can 
stick ^p in the back and call it the card-room. But 
this, of course, \ 9 ill be %e room of th 5 whole club, and 
the bar can go either over in that corner or alodg this 
wall here. What a room for a Sunday smoking- 
concert, eh? And we’ll have ten or twelve little 
luncheon tables across the bottom there; for you' 
may not realise, dear old chap, the potentiality of the 
shilling chop. I* give ,ydu ray word, old man, the 
"shilling chop is the cornerstone of England’s greatness. 
Suefe^ is made up of trifles; it isn’t the man that 
keeps on asking his fellow-mtraber for the salt, 4 >ut 
the one who passes up the mustard^ v^ithout being 
asked, that gets put on ’to .the good thiog when it’s 
running. Then* there’s the basement, which will be 
mainly gymnasiam, a barber’s sh^, and lavatories. 
The water, by the way, has isr^ther^ a 

hundred dozen of soda 
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morrow, and, generally speakMg, my tradespeople 
are as pood as gold. There, then, is the whole thing 
complete; now what about capital?” " 

“ A bout what ? ’’ asked the youth, vaguely. r 
“ Capital, working capital,” repeated iwears. 

Oh, jigger working capital'* you don’t wanV any 
capital 1 ” laufghed the boy. • “ Why, hang it all. Swears, 
you*mightit!, ■* 

. And this after a month’s assiduous nursing! Blow, 
blow, thou winter jvind; tlj.ou art not so unkind as 
man’s ingrrtituifc! 

•Which brings* me *■ to memory of the night of 
Uoflamffai’s (-lose Cambridgeihire. Aboard the 7.45, 
or last train for Livtrpool Street, it was dark,- and 
dull, and cheerless. Fain would I have squandered 
the two hovrs and a quarter in swinish slumber, for, 
after all, Newmarket is a toilsome pleasure; but it 
was not to be. When man was made mortal, it was 
ordained that ho should err, frequently and readily; 
and I, day-dreaming as usual, had strayed into a 
compartment already more than occupied by two 
irredeemable backers-of-’orscs, whom Providence deny 
me the happiness of meeting in the Great Beyond. 

They were from the*East End, smelling of stale 
whi'sky and cigars—bearing -on the breastwork^ of, 
their “’igh-class D.B. reefer vests’ the stains of the 
food that had fallen in transit—and they wrangled as 
only backers-of-’orses irom the East can wrangle. 
Yet,' as far as I could judge, it was not of bets <Sr 
.betting that they bickered. An 6ft-reiterated “ No, I 
don’t say as you wouldn’t, but I’ve been done in the 

eye so often that at la^st I’ve made it'a rule-,” etc., 

from the gentleman who was sitting with his back to 
the engine, put it almost beyond the region of doubt 
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that ho was stoutly diclining to have his leg pulled by 
his friend on the opposite cushion, who obviously had 
not E^llafitraed his boodle. 

The fatuous folly of this inces^nt war against* the 
satchels 1 . Are not the monstrous odds against .the 
backer* sufficiently iHustrated by so clear an object- 
lesson as the easy affluence of,the 6ulk o| his 
opponents f * What but<brain# an^ an early perceptfon 
of the way thb game lay lifted Oavis, ‘ the leviathan,’ 
from the carpentot’s benth. ,llcyiiDldj from the cab 
rank, Steel from the fish-market. Head‘from the 

I • 

telegraplf needle, and Alec ’Hargs from the bakd- 
house ? And with what honest prid^ did *the 
named tell tpe in his own drawTng-ro(Jm how it was 
through seeing ^his fellow-workmen—^Jewish bakers, 
all of thtm—consistently doing in a portion of their 
weekly wages that he took to bookmaking, the first 
bet tlfat he evqj laid Joeing fivc-anij-sixpence Jto a 
copper—sixty-six pennies to one—against Disturbance 
for the Grand National of ’73. Nine years afterwards 
he made a fifty-thousand pound book on Corrie Roy’s 
Cesarewitch. As poor dear Charles Haddon Spurgton 
obsesved, “ If two pennies are put into a bag and 
shaken up, they wfll get togetlfer ; he that hath shall 
ham” Yet hope is .n(Acr ^yecded out, but springs 
like £rass tufts in a gravel path. * Only a few hours 
before Beginning this writing I,was speaking to a very 
poor man, a cabman. He was out of work, and fiad 
just had his licence Bndofsed for ‘saucing a roz*zer,’ 
he said; he had Jiad to pawn his overcoat‘to get the 
money to bury his wife’s mother; his own wife,was 
at home without a bit of tea or a bundle of wood in 
the house, but expecting her ninth child; and his 
eldest son had just been ‘pinched’ for picking pockets 
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in Westminster Abbey. Ne 1 ritthele.ss he was com¬ 
pletely happy, foe he told me he had got the biggest 
‘tribble event’ for the following day ever'Knqwn in 
racing—Glass Jug, good ; all on Pitch Dark; any to 
come half-a-dollar up and down, Plum Picker, Of 
what use is it to try and reason with such people? 
None—nix'^absolutely. You might heap the coals of 
reprobative argument oip that cabman’s head till your 
scuttle was exhausted, but the first bdotless wretch 
to come along with news pf a Ne-wmarket gallop to 
communicate, would own him body and soul! 

‘ Musing over these things, and pondering Whether I 
rfi^nicTTiave a, twopenny sausage roll from the train 
boy at Bishop’s SWMford or save it fc"" a gUss of 
bitter at Liverpool Street, I must have fij'len'asleep, 
for my next remembrance is of our glidinginto the 
terminal station and making with one accord for the 
refreshment buffet. , , ' 

Aiid the punter and his paf were there. 

The latter still persisted in his importunities, but 
the hum of urgency that had previously characterised 
his'appeal had now died down to a mere mercena’'y 
purr. He would, I should say, have accepted a cab 
fare with much gratitude, but his friend of the flinty 
heart was doing nothing. Again and again the needy 
one implored his obdurate chum to shake out at .least 
a deuce of whites ; but the result was never id' doubt 
Fihally the worm turned. 

“ 'So this is the way you rppay a turn is it, you dirly 
dog?” shouted the baffled borrower, now bent on 
showing up his mate. “ It’s no use for you to say as 
you ain’t got none,,’cos I myself''see yer take five 
fives, Galloway, off o’ the Jarveys: yet ye refuse me a 
paltry brace o’ blow I To ’ell with yer 1 An’ to think 
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o’ the turn as I d< 3 nt yer last winter, just acos 1 
happened to be a bit flush o’ brass! ’i * 

“MJhaf did you ever do for me?” sneered the 
tempted one. Meantime the crojvd closed round? for 
‘dirty dog’ is a fighting' cue. 

“wtiat did I do fojyou?” echoed thetaunter. “If 
ye want me to repeat it, then I will. D’ye remejjnber 
the Christmefs afore last,•Jim l^ook ? an’ d’ye remember 
the fact that Stepney Workus was full—chock full?” 
Jjm Rook flushi^l crimen Jaut cKd got answer. 
“Chock full they was, an’ turnin’ of^’em »vay!’’ the 
tormented- bellowed. “ An’ What fiid I do to 
you, Jim Rook? Didn’t*! go an’tal^ my ?ldTafSer 
out o* StCQpey, Workus purely*an’ simply in orJer 
that ybu c'iuld put yours in ? Now th^n 1 ” 

It wrfs irrefutable, incontrovertible; wc» could all 
see that. As Jim Rook turned to slink away, he 
drew h florin frgm his.brecches pocket and fltrtig it 
scurvily at his asperser’s feet. 

Blow, blow, thou winter wind ; thou art not so un-, 
kind as man’s ingratitude I 



CHAPTER IX. 

Of our brave ^cffixters—I'athy me iiarai)’scr—And his breechAs-fJocltet 
^alisman—The blow that knocked out Sister—Palsy ielrie\es his 
^)ajJ~Lockhart’s-or. wheels afire—Baillie Guthrie—His considera* 
'lion for a schoolfellow—A Ihirlecn-iuund ‘sciaji* in St James’* 
Park—Of Colonel N'wrth—And Kltham hospuahty— Scfipr Don 
Smith—Of the Cazadotes df ponchos —And Don jdvero Niculoso 
—Bring Electricity to Argentina—A triangular Contract, and— 
A whitc^ruiser—Backci.s who ‘go for the gloves’—The Jubilee 
Juggins shoots in a pigeon mai ^h—Eor the Ijenefit of Captain Crook 
-yAt the expense of Chippy Noiton. 

There can be no grander or more impressive sight to 
an Englishman, to whom a diminished trade and 
increased taxation have brought home all the true 
glories of war, than that of a scarlet coat fightipg 
fearlessly till it falls, its wearer bathed in his own 
life’s blood. Scores and scores of times, five-and- 
tWenty years ago, have I walljed for miles to .gase 
upon this beautiftil spectacle, then generally to be 
seen at about two o’clock in the afternoon in the 
foorpcnny-ale bar of a public-house that almost faced 
the*- Artillery Jiarracks in the City Road, E.C. The 
brave lads.who fought were milida (ecruits equipped 
in scarlet serge, boots so new and full of natural oil that 
they literally bleate<^ for blacking, and a thirst that 
amazed even the City Road. Their main object in 
taking the Queen’s shilling was to become possessed 
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of a belt with which could kill a police-constabk, 
for every night they vowed that they were ‘»ut for 
deatlj,’ a(hd that they might come across it was the 
earnoet prayer in which their, families frequcsntly 
joined, ^nd so primed for battle were these lads, 
that, fwnding the arrangement of a match by the 
Foreign Office, they would ’daily pjoceec/ to lic^ one 
another info*curvature ef th^ spine before the eyeS of 
admiring cortirades standing at ease against the bar* 
aforesaid. ^ ^ 

Cne of the hottest of this military mob v»as a fellow 
called ‘ Patsy the paralyserf in fommemoratioh bf 
his never failing to piit his opponent tj) slee^. 5 eTng 
a coeksur^contradictor, Patsy fiearly "always hatf a 
custodier pn hand; but his victories always were 
dishonestly gained. He was never without a penny¬ 
worth of chloroform in his breeches pocket, and, on 
seeing trouble sorely Cfjming to him,,would lea\?e his 
companions on some* excuse for a moment, and 
quickly rub a little of the dense, limpid fluid on his, 
short-cropped hair. Then, when the storm broke, 
Pfitsy would go in with his head down, and, confining 
his 6sts to his antagonist’s ribs, would rub his nut 
well into the other fellow’s nlouth and nose, usually 
gcU^ng him so daz^d "and groggy that his defence 
bec^e wild and weak, and to uppfercut him or knock 
him oift in any one of a dozen,brilliant styles was as 
easy and pleasant as eating raw tripe—and thaf is 
‘Heaven enow’to the Opiars of Shoreditch. Fatsy 
would then condescend to drink with almost anybody, 
and would go off with whichever young woman in 
the crowd he fkneied; while, the loser, generally 
exhibiting a dainty souvenir of the evening, would 
give his views of how it happened, and explaii\, to the 
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delight of his intimates, the oliw by which he would 
turn the tables at the next encounter. After all, it is 
the loser, not the winner, who earns the prou'd t^tle of 
‘a lare plucked ’up,’ and one who positively*loves 
punishment Yet Patsy’s presence in the.Army at 
all was a mere accident, since he had formerly been 
quit^ satisfied to .sponge on his sister, who had kept 
a small greengrocery shop in St Giles’s till a flinty- 
hearted landlord solcV her up. In her prosperous 
days some kiijd friencj had pro{>jred for her the 
contract to supply with vegetables an orphan training- 
schdqlj and, with the prdiits derived from this bargain, 
she kept things at high-water mark for a while. But 
her inability fo compete with men in tbq buybig of 
lier stocks cau.'jed her goods to fall below t^c standard 
imposed if/ the steward of the institution, atid, after 
several remonstrances, she lost her charter. She had 
struggled on, tormenting her soul under the bane of 
rejected supplies, until she had received her coni;^, 
poor thing! over some sacks of Early Ne-Plus-Ullra 
red-skinned flourballs which .she had fondly thought 
wei'e the perfect pippins at fifty-seven shillings. 
Back from a profitless interview with the super¬ 
intendent of the honae, she had. come and flung 
herself upon her bed, to give <vay to her black desf aw*, 
wailing and sobbiffg as though her very heart virould 
break. She had cried, herself hideous by the'eime of 
her brother’s return, and all that he could elicit from 
the ruined woman was : 

‘‘Undone! Undone! Undone! The G-^-gordon 
B-b-rboy’s taters ain’t b-b-big enough! ” 

For fifteen long ye-ars I clean lost sight of Patsy; 
yet Fortune kindly placed me on the scene when the 
ex-miUtiaman got his first and only hiding. Fifteen 
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years had brought nleAnto Fleet Street, and, for a 
short season, my duties ordained thiK I should* walk 
home^hrSugh the quiet and deserted streets at three 
in thetnorning,^hen the fairies have all gone indrtjrs, 
and evenihe garrotter.^and the sandbaggers of Soho 
arc in 3 ulging in the .rest which we must all take 
sometimes. ^ The self-same fifteen y^rs had truncated 
Patsy to the*post of driver ki admail auxiliary fite- 
brigade, con-Jisting of one hcA'se, three persons, a * 
‘ inapual ’ of venerable pattern Jour «xe|, three leathern 
fire-buckets, and three black-and-bra^s heltnets—the 
whole located in a ver^ small ^ind awil-smelling sAbft 
down a narrow mews hard by my o\^ abocle. 1 he' 
brigade wag. supported by levies made ofl the foolishly 
charitable, until, a vigorous and sustaiped attack in 
“Londofi Day by Day,” in The Daily ^Telegraph, 
dissuaded these from parting, and circumscribed, by 
starvirf^ out, tf^ brifi^de’s sphere^of useles|ness 
beyond the possibility of revival. But it fell,^upon 
the very early morning of which I speak, that, just as* 
a neighbouring tavern was closing its doors, and its 
cuetomers, mostly intoxicated, were dribbling across 
the road to a small and cheerful coffeq-stall on wheels, 
that the ‘ Lockhart’s-on-rollers * itself caught fire, and 
its roof blazed up Ught.merrily. Making hasty 
enquiry, two or three of the revellers soon found out 
that th 5 peripatetic restaurateu( had caused the con- 
fl^ration by upsetting his paraffin urn-lamp, and*he 
was vainly and angrtly endeavouring tto .stamp out 
the flames, whioh were rapidly licking uf> the floor 
of his vehicle. Then somebody, more sober than the 
rest, remembered* the dozing auxiliary brigade, and 
straightway rushed off- to summon it. Anon Patsy 
and the proprietor’s son came round. Taking 

lA 
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(^tnmand of the situation, ancf'Whout even consulting 
the co^ee-stall roan (who, with a gallon of raspberry 
jam and much broken earthenware underYoof, was 
loudly using language that was, if possible, "more 
deplorable than the conflagration itself), they discussed 
which was the better course—tp fetch the engine to 
the fire, or take thp fire round to the engine! Could 
any tut master-minds have debated suet an alter- 
•nialive ? 

Ultimately i): was di’cidud to Jjring the raging 
holocaust rmder the range of the stable hydrant, and 
fourteen willing haocls—uny own amongst them—fell 
upSn thh heafed coffee-stall, and, amidst ringing 
cheers of “ AlKtogetKer! ” and a wotiil upsetting and 
free distribution of hard-boiled eggs (laid af.Woolwich 
Arsenal !),<the machine was rattled over the scones to 
the mews and triumphantly drenched outside the 
stable door, Apd how Patsy,, little ,scenting danger, 
did handle thac hose! First the stream of water 
,,went straight into one corner, then straight into 
another; then, by a little tremolo movement of the 
right wrist, Patsy would throw a fluted or wibbly 
jet d’eau that sprayed outlying interstices. Never 
before had I realised the difference -between skilled 
and unskilled labour at^the base of a squirt! 

As Patsy playfully trained his last cascade .into 
the funnel of a glass 1,amp-chimney, and shoiited to 
an 'unseen comrade to turn the water off, the coffee- 
stall'man, who Jiad been washing the raspberry jam 
.off his highlows beneath the tap, ca«ie out of the 
stable and glared at his salvage stock. An expression 
of grief dominated hta features for a few moments as 
he r^arded the havoc wrought by fire and water, but 
as his gaze fell upon a certain circular and sponge- 
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like mass which lay in one corner, hie sadness |urned 
suddenly* to rage. 

“My gawd I ” he gasped, and, twisting the hose.out 
of Patsy’s fists,•he called upon that dexterous person 
with ati oath to ‘ put ’em up.’ Bang! bang! went his 
right and left into the fade of Patsy, flrho, though 
not knowiilg what he /ought for, still saw that‘he 
must hu.stle. • There they stood* toe to toe and often • 
knee to knee, and^smash^ away at oi^e another, until 
a cracking punch, flush on the mouth, spiipad-eagled 
Patsy, leaving the coffee-stalUkedp^r triumphant? bi*t 
still infuriated. ' * , • * * * 

“ What for ? ’’ he echoed, when Vc interrogated him, 
“what»for 7 Why, haven’t you seen the needless 
damage .what the unprintable expletive beest’s been 
an’ done, opposed to all reason an’ common sense? 
Posithtely been an’ played on the plum-cake till* he’s 
rewined it!”* * \ 

But for expert amateur boxers no coterie that ever 
existed could show such a phalanx of punchers aslhe 
ol^ Pelican, and by pretty common consent poor dear 
Baillie Guthrie (who fell in South Africa) was rightly 
regarded as a terror. With tlte magnanimity of the 
mgjjjWho can take carp of himself, he was the last 'to 
provoke a quarrel; but when the •limits of even his 
patienca and good-nature were exceeded, he cared not 
a jot whether he pitted himself against a boxihg 
ch&mpion or a brace of coalh cavers. Hjs factics, \^en 
his qqarrel was ^jith 1 man of his own social statu.s— 
and, oddly enough, it was an old schoolfellow o{ his, 
Stifify Smith, whef was constantjy taunting and pro¬ 
voking him—were ever governed by the most 
gentlemanly consideration, even by what some^might 
consider excessive courteousness. P'or instance, at 
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tlie bar of the clijb one night, Siiffy elected to indulge 
in thaf indirect form of provocation which consists in 
saying loudly to one man the things you Sitend 
another to overhear. It was the merre grievous to 
bear since Guthrie had a cortiparatively newichum 
with him, and finally it. becaftie quite intolerable. 
Nej'Atheless it ifemained for Baillie to* begin the 
.actual battle. ' . *■ , 

“ Nothing but a tumbler of liquor slap between the 
eyes can ipeet ^.hat brirte’s last remark,” said Baillie 
qtiietly to his cOmponiqn ; “ but, as he is a .decently 
br*A.^n,\ he musf have the best—the very best. 
GiMrge” (to bar-s'endei), “put two liqueurs qf the 
very old brandy—the three-shilling'braiMy—,'nto a 
long tumbjer,'with a bottle of Schwcppe*bff.the ice. 
That is all, at present.” 

Then, having first paid six-and-sixpence fqr the 
exquisite peg, h^. took the turrfiler in his. right hand, 
stepped in front of the old schoolmate, and, bowing 
"saruonically, said: “ Stiffy, you have been asking for 
this.for the last ten minutes. Take it I ” 

• And swish went every drop of the contents of tfie 
long tumbler into the tosmentor’s face! Fight ? Aye, 
naturally ; indeed, it was a flull week with nothi^ 
' doing when the sport-living ratepayers of Denman 
Street, Piccadilly Circus, didn’t witness froqj flieir 
front windows at least? one punching match between 
Peli«ans in <he roadway, though, when the dis[)ure 
was really jerious, Swearj’ Birds had a famous, if less 
' handy, pitch at the bottom of the lOuke of York’s 
steps.' . 

It was, indeed, beneath the shadow of the historic 
Column, on a dark and moonless night in April, that 
a hansbm cab set down two tallish men attired in 
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evening dress. a certain doughty naval 

lieutenant, who had a bone to pick .with Guthrie, and 
his second, the irascible Stiffy Smith. Bidding the 
cabryan await their return, they descended the jteps. 
Almost immediately a second hansom turned in from 
Pall Ma^l and deposifed three more men in evening 
kit—Baillie Guthrie, Teddy Bayly, "pressed into 
service a:? Guthrie’s second, and ^erry O’Sh^., As 
they also turned'down the stdps, a groaning four^ 
wheeler c.'.me i;j^mbling up, bujdened with Fatty 
Coleman ; and the six men Entered tlie pjrk. Along 
by the* wall on the right, Stff^ *and Bayly# .stjon 
pitched on a convdnieftt spot, and, wijh^bote .snen 
boiling to be at it, no time w»s wa?tsd. Both were 
big incn*faoth were scientific boxers, and both were 
fairly fit, so tHht, with enough bad blodd between them 
to have accounted for murder, they made a splendid 
showing. P'or four rounds it was either man’s, fight; 
but, just as Jerry whispered, “Tir.W boys,” for the 
fifth encounter, two police-constables appear*! upon 
the scene. » 

. “ H’m! we could have done without you fellpws,” 
observed Bayly, as he slipped a bit of gold into the 
first policeman’s fist; “ still, as ofificAs yourselves and 
njjn of honour, Jrou won’t mind these two gentlemen 
settling a little difference ab’out lady, will you ? ”— 
not that a petticoat had anything whatever to do with 
the quarrel. ' • 

• “ Oh, cert’nly not, sir,” said the constable; “«but if 
you wouldn’t .mirAl gom’, along beyoi\d Marlboro| 
House—say about hall way between that an’ Buckin’- 

ham Palace—you’d be off our ground, and—er-^-” 

“ And you’d probably like to see the finish of it 
yourselves?” ob-served Teddy, completing the sentence. 
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“Well—er—you’d be oft^'ur ground anyway,’’ 
replied the constable, not willing to commit himself. 
“ And,*Dy the way, there’s one other little ma^ter.’’ 

“ What’s that ? ’’ ‘ 

“ Vou’ve got two hansoms and a fourwheeler waitin’ 
for jfou ? ’’ ‘ ' » 

“ Certainlj*’’ '• 

“.If'you take ’efn along with you, tell’em to put 
their lamps out.” ' , * * 

Beneath a lamp-post which stood about midway 
between the to^fn residences of Queen Victoria and 
the Erince of Wales, ip'atfy’s fourwheeler drew up, and 
thewupper, half of Fatty himself* protruded from the 
window. Tfic^ darkened hansoms brought along the 
now well-blooded principals, and nine"mortf desperate 
rounds were fotight, the only transgressor Against the 
customary silence being an excited cabman, who, 
apparently surprised at the absolute fairness qf the 
fighting, kept 01^ crying out to? the ndval gentleman : 
“ Hit him in the wind, sir; hit him where he keeps 
Ilia ’lea! ”—just as the doubtless delightful Mrs Robert 
Fitzsimmons ever and anon encouraged her husband 
in his memorable battle with Mr Corbett, by calling 
to him: “Never‘mind his nut. Bob; hit the blanky 
tinker in the ribs ■ ” , * 

Compensations there may be ‘for every misfortune, 
and, as Slavin once observed, even the man wifh two 
blaok eyes can gain additional pluck on reflecting that 
he cannot possibly get four; but, in the thirteenth 
round, the naval lieutenar^t, Stepping on a kerbstone, 
sprained his ankle too badly to proceed, and was re¬ 
luctantly compelled to give in. 

Save for such meetings between friends as the one 
above, and in which one has the luck to be included 
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only by accident, fi^h'hng is every bit as dead as 
Diogenes; and even boxing is divesfed of so many of 
its briitatities, that no self-respecting gentleman can 
possibly sit oul^ a modem ten-ronnd contest witRout 
confessing that he feeVi most infernally bored. Too 
much money has killed fighting. It may be the 
invariable jjabit of all ages to lament that the miners 
of the existing generatitJn shuw a/alling-ofif from those 
of days gone by, but nothing to be seen in the boxing* 
wory to-day can *06 coiwpare^ to*thf» merry mills of 
fifteen years ago, when a stake^doivited R)y George 
Alexander Baird or, Cojonef John T. North w^s,to 
be cut up. t * ’ • 

Aifd pof r old •North, what a royal rcJbgh diamond 
was he! And jvhat a potent and alluring come-on to 
the invfentor on the look-out for capital, the Queen 
Victoria Street promoter with the wild-cat scheme, 
the iApecuniou* holdor of the snidfc ‘option’’on a 
claim in Burmah on which rubies hatnbeen foynd in 
such quantities as to menace local agriculture! 
waylay the Colonel w,is the chief care of many a 
basted genius who still perambulates the asphall of 
Buclilersbury, ‘ rain or shine.’ And yfhen at last an 
invitation to ding on Sunday at Eltham had been 
giffived—for, as the infclligtjnt foreigner long since 
discovered, everything in England begins with a 
dinner—what a temporary Tilheebaw did the poor 
scheming wretch become I How little he imagined, 
as he made his way ^o Eltham in his ‘hurrah clothes 
and his brain in^uch a whirFthat he couldh’t hear the 
traffic, that for all the chance he would get of a "quiet 
five minutes with’the Colonel, he might have climbed 


a tree in Hyde Park and stayed there. But so it was. 
The wily Colonel never coined his cherished aphorism. 
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“ Luck is simply the faculty's? (lei^ing passing oppor¬ 
tunities,” with tlfe least intention of himself furnishing 
the opportunities ; and before that Sunday’s' geygeous 
entertainment had 'run to any lengthy the ma».i with 
tho draft prospectus in his pocket would .make the 
discovery that he was only one of five-and-twenty 
felloes who had come down on similar ^rrands, and 
not one of whom, ip tlu' parlance of the pavements, 
had ‘ any earthly.’ ' 

Among the siinbr saipllitts in the train of thf big 
comet, while it, wa^ still over the Arg.-ntine, was a 
c^t^in wide-awake milifarx’ ,spor,tsm,m who can always 
tlynk of tafrels. of rnoney an.l look pleasant, as say the 
photographers. I forbear mentioning his ijame'. Ho 
m.ay not h;ive,enough righteousness t^ quelify Iiim for 
heaven, bht he is pretty snug in the very best suite 
of rooms around .St James’s Square, and his cu.stard- 
colopred phae^,)n is the envj: of aU Pi('cadill5^. He 
has Iq.ved, and/ived in, and even fought for, Argentina 
, .'r, ^everal of her periodical dusts-up with Chili, and 
it is due only to the fact that one of her loading cities 
adopted electric-lighting that he is domiciled there .no 
more. It was ip this wise. ■ 

When North broug'Kt fortune to those parts, and 
the native magnates began't® hoard big monay^s 
well as to import "the wine ci Cuidad Real for •their 
own drinking, the need of many municipal ’reforms 
became glaringly apparent. One urgent necessity 
was the better-lighting of the streets, and, with more 
wisdom than is usually to be fouilj even in -many 
European borough councils, a full and first-class 
installation of electric power was promptly voted for. 
Moreover, the venerable councillor whose particular 
perquisite^ the street-lighting was, was instructed to 
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hurry up tenders for fue new light—a circumstance 
which more than suggested that somebody w;Jio had 
already‘greased the police had been sandbagged in 
error* Now this wise old hidalgo, whose white-violet 
modesty, forbade his^ esteeming himself ‘as gr^at a 
thief as Cacua,’ still ^yearned to trim his corporation 
properly, and to this end assistance from* London, the 
centre of fhe civilised wojid, ^as highly desirSlble. 
He had not*to look far for aid* my hero, Seflor Don 
Smith, ex-ienien^-coronej, of tjje squatjfon of listed cut¬ 
throats, whose cold-weather depredations had won for 
them thfe merry nickname ctf Camdores de pon&w ?-— 
chasers of overcoats—was living in lavjsh luxury on the 
next block. Beiiides speaking th'c Spanish language as 
fluenfly a'^any Castilian, Smith was tlje most polished 
gentleman that ever lay awake at night and sighed for 
fresh commandments to break; so Smith was invited 
to dirtner. , , J • 

No iflatfcr what advice he gav its effect was 
that during the next three months one of the mQ,st 
enterprising representatives of the great Broom Co., 
af New York, arrived and made a complete survey of 
that particular province of the Federal Republic, and 
wound up by handing tp tlfe old hidalgo a written 
'Jinr to put in the ejeitric light for the sum of two 
hujjdred and eighty thousand poifnds. Then the real 
angliifg started. , 

Speaking through his friend Smith, the Sefior,Vho 
professed to understand, but little hkiglish, enquired 
how much of the ?wo huifdred and eighty thousand 
would be coming into /lis corner (just as though he 
had been an American boxiug champion haggling 
over the division of the price of the cinematograph 
‘rights’); and the exquisite Smith, havini; ti^nslated 
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the enquiry and the answer il!<j$r(^duced, replied, some¬ 
what dejectedly, Not a bean." With a disgusted 
grunt and a highly significant shrug of the shoulders, 
old Don Alvero Niculoso walked out of the roomn—the 
local way of intimating that, po far as he was con¬ 
cerned, the negotiations had terrpinated; but that, of 
cours^ was only t(^ let Smith, with his srnooth little 
argtiment, in. In a yery,few (sentences timith unde¬ 
ceived the New Yorkef as to any preconceived ideas 
he might have l^eld. reg^rdir.-j the svilid integriry of 
the rulers Argentina, whom, he said, had always, in 
the ignorance of their isolation, believed in standing 
in when tlio pay-roll was called. All the business- 
colleges in tlfe land of the arid pampas, }ilr Smith 
assured the el^pctrician, taught that system and no 
other, so that if he (the Broom man) did not see his 
way to tender a duplicate contract in which at least 
seventy thoiisarfcl pounds were put ,on for ‘ tile old 
gentleman,’ he alight as well book his return passage 
tj New York and regard his lost hours in tne light of 
an educating experience. But the Yankee, though 
loath to lose the line, could not find it in his conscience 
to agree to that. . Had such terms been proposed to 
his house before he left ‘the ^states, he said, it would 
have been another matter cntiiely. As it was, he litad 
based his calculations and fixed his price according to 
the lines laid down by,his principals in New'York, 
and; though he had certainly allowed a slight margin 
in case of miscalculations, suqh a stupendous alteration 
in the figures as was proposed was -wholly beyond 
him. , 

"Then,” said Smiths nobly sacrificing himself for 
the satisfaction of both sides, “ I tell you what I’ll do. 
You mu^t not lose your journey, Don Niculoso must 


f 
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not lose bis little pickVg, and, most of all, the citjr 
must not lose its light. / will accept your estimate 
for two hundred and eighty thou.sand pounds, tender¬ 
ing ot^ of my own—for what suip does not concern 
you—to the coifncil. It is certain to go through—old 
Don hficuloso will see fb fliat—and when the work is 
done and the lamps are alight, I shall be only too de¬ 
lighted to Hhfid you yout money, for, as you ma/very 
reasonably suppose, I shall put *n a little bit for my • 
own good offices iij the matter. come and break¬ 
fast Vith me to-morrow morning and lying your 
contract to me for signature* Ayd," by the way, i 
may as well pay yofl fiffe thousand on yceounf. By 
way of deposit.” ^ * 

Few* sorWer bargains have been struck since Eve 
swapped Paradtse for a pinafore; but the,deal was 
carried through—or very nearly so. Within twelve 
month.» the city had its electric lamps in overy 
thoroughfares, an^ mig?ity fine they* looked. Don 
Niculoso ddubtless got his seventy thousand. If not 
considerably more, for he purchased a country’ propftiYy 
near Rosario, and retired to it. But all that the 
American electrician could hear of Seflor Don Smith ' 
on the day after the city’s ertchequer disbursed its 
‘ b^,ga.s-bill,’ wa5 that’he had gone aboard a b'ig 
white cruiser which had been 'lying* in the estuary of 
the rart old Plate for some days, and which, on re¬ 
ceiving him, got up her anchor and steamed awey 
ndtthwards towards Monte Video. , * • 

In Jhe ^ute ^naiHe the laurels noticeably go less 
frequently to the free and lavish disburser than to the 
adroit collector, silent in the possession of secret 
virtues of which he never was suspected. Only a 
little while ago an admired and valued brother^brush 
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Qf mine confided to me hi*<^scheme for starting yet 
anotiier society •and dramatic liixpenny journal, and 
he incidentally mentioned that he had a capita), of no 
lesG than three hundred pounds with which be pro¬ 
posed to entertain his contributors to \unch„and keep 
himself in cigarettes. “ Biit tjiree hundred will not 
suffice for ' your, first printers’ bill! ” I cried. My 
coimrade looked at pne jn scorn and am'used despair. 
“ My dear Arthur,” h'e said, in a tone that lamented 
our previous four.sels^ “ytSlU are tin absolute baby 
in these< matters. On principle, 1 pay 

prirtters! ” t' ' 

hfor, AVhen ,the latter-day professional backer of 
hor.ses gets «ito a hole, does he pay .bookmakers. At 
the end of his bad time he goes for thij gloVes with 
his mindfully made up to win back hi.s los.ses or take 
the knock in good style. It may not be a very 
honourable prefl'eeding, but tlxe wisdpm of it is<beyond 
dispute. To Aettle ’ would' be to dissipate in one 
^d^ the little nest-egg which would, by-the practice 
of curtain small economies, such as knocking off the 
three-shilling cigars and making it a rule to sh^ve 
himself, last its posssesor to the end of his, days. 
And at such times as there is a stable tip amongst the 
select that any particular plunger has got to ‘gc>>Qiit,’ 
can’t hi.s final stru'ggles be utilised by the blue-btooded 
sharp 1 In my mind’j eye I have the coup tjffected 
upon poor old Chippy Norton by a certain polished 
hurft-meetihg .journeyman-stewhrd of the type stig¬ 
matised by the late Mr Fred Swindells in his deathless 
aphorism, “ A thief is a thief, but a heducated thief is a 

proper (-) thief I’, Such a one was the person to 

whom, out of respect for the costly and altogether 
one-sified law of libel, I will allude to as Captain 
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Crook. His real surr^ni? was nothing like Crook, but 
it ought Jp have been*; and, though i have no* seen 
much*)f him of late, he was very full of running about 
the tiJne that.Benzon, the poof ‘Jubilee Juggfns,’ 
blossojnefl out like tha. bptterfly that was ‘ christened 
in a teapot and died in an l^our.’ ^ 

Captain Cfook’s natural bent for going on th^cross 
was renderec^all the moJe vi®ioys»by the fact that he 
was not by any njeans a needy man, and he moreover* 
held« ruling position in* many spftrting bodies. He 
was the ijiventor of the justly-celijbratcd ‘tHpe trick,’ 
which was a valuable ajset \o hifti until it bejaipe 
known and shamefully imitated., If he \\^n a sellijig 
race wjth « horse which he was reluctant*to part with, 
he always Iftid » handkerchief smothered with blood in 
his pocket, and this he ever and anon applied to the 
animal’s nostril* as he led it into the sale-ring. 
Intemling IjuyeK, juntping at the Conclusion *,that 
it was a ewse of broken blood-vesse^, fougI\J: shy, 
which maile a wonderful difference to the fignr? 
at which Crook subsequently bought his na‘§ in. 

‘ bested ’ out of his sheer love of besting, and 
always with a proper consciojisness of the fact that 
his social standing was >• sufficiently high to bl.uff 
nih^ty-nine out of any hundred of his possible 
acciftej^. 

There was some pigeon-shooting one day at a 
curtain aristocratic resort where that branch of the 
sport forms the chie^ attraction, and Ctook had found 
out, Vith the indiition which is the blood df life itself 
of the successful sharp, that Benzon was expected, not 
only as a bettor, but as a competitor as well. The 
Captain chanced to be leaning idly against a post very 
near the entrance gate, when a hansom, bringing the 
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(Quarry aforesaid^and an outfit cf artillery scarcely less 
formidable than that of Daudet’s immortal.Tartarin, 
clattered up. Poor old plunger! Who that gazed 
upon him then in all his Solomonic glory could ever 
have imagined that, within an incredibly short period, 
one hundred and forty-four of his wonderful linen 
collar" would be knocked down by the auctioneer to 
an old do’ dealer, exile from the Levant, at a 
sale forced by a creditorial horde, {br a paltry eight 
bob!' “ - 

, Oij the racecourse and at the traps one reverses the 
old copy-l)ook adage: The man is known by the 
company that lie dasn't keep. So Benzon, with an 
invaluable servant at his heels—(Did you v^en hear, 
or, having heard, do ^you remember, \. hat'poor Fred 
Rus.sell said of his admirable manservant? “He’s 
slow, he’s not pr^ticularly sure, and not uncomfortably 
hone.st,” he sai^; “ but he steeps with a corkscrew 
chained round his neck, and it’s my belief he could 
get j,’pu a cheque cashed in the Desert of Sahara 1 ’’)— 
bearing his arms and ammunition, passed by Crook 
without even a nod of recognition, though he doubt¬ 
less knew the Captain by repute. Crook was not so 
insensible of the young ’un’s presence, for hardly had 
the Plunger entereej the luncheon room to steady his 
nerves with a pint bottle, than the busy bester betook 
hinjself to a spot on the grass-edge where several 
well-known iookies hung about, and waited for the 
sport to commence. Chappy Norton was there, and 
' Crook immediately singled him out. 

“L6ok here. Bull,’’ said the Captain, “young 
Benson’s just arrived and is going to shoot here to¬ 
day. I don’t know what sized book you’re making, 
<■ but tVhatevpr Benzon wants, you lay it him—anything 
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in reason, of course—I’ll go halves in the bodk. 
See?” 

Thare was nothing particularly out of the way in 
the ptopositioij, and even if thfere had been, 'the 
brawny Birmingham beol^ie would have thought twice 
before refusing, for Crook, was a menjber of the 
committee)»jmd, thereTore, an awkward man to <jlife,nd. 
It was probably well wifhin Ws p*wer to put the bar 
up against sny bookmaker that he did not fancy, and 
that, loo, without much cftnsul'iatiofl wkh his brei^ren, 
many of whom were not above suspicion,^hough a]l 
were cocky enough wJien,on tlicir dwn muckhill. So 
Chippy put a good face on ,it, and 'growled, a 
perfuiictosy; • ^ 

“ All righrt; Ijalves in the book.” 

Never did Bcnzon shoot more wildly th&n he did 
on that day, tltough he backed his^gun heavily at 
every shot. ,Th£aCapta}n, posted convcnientfy behind 
the compe^tors and in direct line of ■^ew with the 
bookie, constantly grimaced at the latter, who, t^'r.g 
the cue, extended the ordinary six-to-five’s to tnirty- 
to*a-pony’s on very slight provocation. , 

Finally the afternoon camp to an end; the last 
trap was pulled, the last little blue-grey bird took his 
leaefen medicine and tisrned the inevitable somersault 
in mid-air amid a scattering shower of his own blood- 
spattered feathers, and the company began to disper,se. 
T)je Plunger was off in the first flight, with character¬ 
istic impetuosity to go aad lose anotller ‘ par cel ’ at 
some*other diveAion; but CTrook waited Behind and 
presently buttonholed old Chippy. 

“ Well, Bull, how much have yf)u won off Benzon ? ” 
“ About three hundred an’ sixty, I think,” responded 
the bookie. Then he shouted out to his p:kik, who 
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■wus a few paces away, “ Htre, Jim, don’t go messin’ 
about (in that bar till I’ve done w'ith yer, my lad; just 
see what we’ve won off the Jewbilly ? ” - 

“'/make it three hundred and eighty” put in 5rook, 
with no attempt to conceal the.fact that he hacj, been 
keeping a record of the Plunger’ bets on the back of 
a county-court summons. ' _ ■, 

“ Three hundred r. jm’ 1 eighty’s quite, right, sir,” 
asserted the clerk, after consulting the book. 

“ Then you h ive to g-ve m^ a hundred and ninety,” 
said Crook, turning, to Chippy and holding, out his 
palm.. 

Jjut the bookie didn’t sec it in that light. Surely, 
he argued, it would be time enough to settl«t up after 
he got paid ; ac soon as ever llenzon’s .cheque turned 
up on Monday, the Captain should receive his ‘ corner.’ 
That, however,, didn’t satisfy Crook. He was de¬ 
scended, ‘he said ironically,;:from <the old feudal 
Barons, whose.ifirst, and indeed only, article of faith 
wP 5 ,to take it in cash, and he didn’t propose to be 
put on'. Unless he received his hundred and ninety, 
spot cash, Henry Bull of Birmingham need nevftr 
present himself, at the entrance gates of that place 
again—nor, indeed, at either of the race-meetings 
taking place in the coming week, for he (Crook) w<5uld 
take damned good care to put the case in a jjroper 
light before his brother, stewards, and there were very 
few ruling bpdies that he couldn’t ‘ get at,’ in the leajt 
pleasant sense of the term. 

Metaplibtically at the point of the sword, Chippy 
pulled' out the hundred and ninety and handed it over, 
and—^well, to be neither precipitate nor prosy, that 
clo^d the whole incident, for the Plunger’s accounts 
were na«ssii;<g on the following Monday and are still 
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unscttled^ There wem times when Chippy seeme^l to 
think that Crook must H3ve had something more thSin 
a mere presentiment lof the approa^ing slump; but,’ 
in doling with gentlemen of the deepest dye, it 
does »ot alwa;^s pay to squeal, dven when one’s* tail 
is shqj in the door. • 
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Thcasbes from whic\| the*4’oUcyn rose- Lord Qi/eensberry is sols^ed— 
The real ,brea(i and cheese in The Pointsman —Appeasing the 
< Grumbler—The afl<jr-^»our^' jwihouse—Willie Wiklei-Describes 
* hU journalistic life—And writes ? lea<hr on the anniversary of the 
,Denny postdge sttmp—How Allied Ccllier changed a little cheque 
—Mournifif, l^feaths and It^-rolling—The Old Castilian on‘useful 
names—Bobbie Ashton makes a * Royal Blue ’ cohque t —The 
models at Jeabne Sylvain’s—An agreement '^r a^ partnership— 
Ashton’s'Muplicity—The weekly remissions—Some of Sylvain’s 
customers—The lieautiful Mrs Samtsbury—Kittie goes to Teddy 
Solomon’s Ball-^Of that ever-memoiable shivoo—And tkosc that 

»t if 

tcok part in it—sudden dissolution* of iwrtncrshif. 

Cqming dowi'istairs to his breakfast one (norning in 
December 1885 , John Sholto, eighth Marquis of 
Queensberry, found upon his table two communica¬ 
tions between which some sort of affinity existed. 
The first was a pricis from the J-ord Chancellor, 
officially informing him that he. would not be allov/ed 
to sit in the House'of Lords as a rej)resentative peer 
for Scotland; the secepd was a round robin ‘from a 
dozen of the cheeriest souls in the Bohemia of those 
days, bidding ^■Q’ (as his intim'ates all called him) 
be of good-cheer nor cast' down or sad at heart'over 
the Chancellor’s ruling (of which all London had 
heard), since he had that day been elected a member 
of the Spooferies. “ And when it comes to comparing 
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the Spooieries witn tHi.* House of Lords, tl*j 
missive conclu4ed, “ ij is a million *to one o» the 
Spoofejies.*’ 

The .sther name of the Spooferitfs was the Adel^hi 
Club, and, at tfie time; of its discovery by Arthur 
Roberts and the Shifte^ it was an obscure resort of a 
sembsporting and dratnatic charactijr, run by a^very 
decent fcllow'named Tom Bi;ll,^i1; having previou^y 
been a gyranksium (it was, roughly speaking, only 
one big room wit?i a couple oj bilfiaril-tables in it), 
and, later still, a practice room of the badd of the 
Corps of Commissionaires lochtcd hard by. Shifter 
being afflicted with a crapulous hungeiifor'plain focy:! 
late at’night—(Ityras about this time, ori! IlttFe later, 
that ouf ei s4\hile comrade, Cecil Raleigh, produced 
TIu Pointsman at the Olympic, for I went witii Willie 
to the first performance. We had diped somewhat 
lightly, and I wa% therefcre apprehensive of'troiible 
when, in thcj^ second act, one of the actors devoured 
large quantities of real bread and che^e. It was 
visibly such nice crusty bread and such wholeSbme 
cheijse that poor Willie could not conceal his rage arid 
disappointment. As the actor gorgerl on. Shifter, 
unable to bear it any longer, called out, quite uncon-; 
sciou.'Jy, “ Look here, if ypCi have onions as well, I shall 
hiss ”]^fell an easy prey to the exJellcnt tripe-and- 
onions aifd buck rarebits of the Spoofs. And so it fell 
that Roberts coming on nightly from the Avenue, 
and*Willie being alwaj^ in ijlomano’s at thucking-out 
time, the pair were usually reijuested by soffie dozen 
of the lads in white ties to “ take us into your pot¬ 
house for an hour.” This thing grew until, weary of 
{4ying other people’s supper bills, the twain hit on 
pie brilliant expedient of putting down epch.and 
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sundry, duly proposed anC seconded, as members. 
Full three years before the sfillborn. Star Club in 
Denman Street laid the foundation of the irnmortal 
Pelican, all the male notables in London floqked to 
the Spooferies in Maiden La,ne. 

There were some strange ei,icounters between the 
old ijiaterial and. the new in those changing times, for 
the government clsrks, who considered themselves 
journalists because they wrote dramatic criticisms, 
and the sere and Jellcyv hisVrions, fliiled to assimilate 
with the iVivaders. They were willing to join m the 
current spelling-bee, bUt they were properlj" horrified 
when one ‘nohJe sportsman, who had promptly added 
‘M’ to tilcir ‘A’ and ‘B,’ roared out, on -being 
challenged, “..They’re my initials ; and piay I ask if 
either of you chaps have ever served writJ, as you 
seem to knovv my name rather better than I do 
myself f” revanche, two of th,e aggre.ss«rs tried 

to settle down to pass the' afternoon with a chess¬ 
board, but, filter reciprocally advising one another in 
stndfcnt tones for ten minutes, were openly remon¬ 
strated with by a domiciled greybeard for crying 
out in the hearing of the hitherto uncorrupted barmaid, 
“Check the king,you owl] check the king; then your 
bishop and your queen cap have a knight .put!” 
The keystone ol the invasion was put on when a 
certain good fellow, ..called by common coftsent the 
(jrumbler,_ was elected, for, being more than merely 
useful with the cue, he forthwith took possessioh of 
the easTcst billiard-table, and, though free froip guile 
in the ordinary way, could pull a very rapid game 
out of his boots jf his opponent would bet him a 
foliar. As l;he last of the mugs remarked as he 
handed pver his five shillings, “ With half a quid 
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the game I should think ^ou would_ be about upSo 
Cook’s form! ”, 

Thci untimely death of poor Bell, just as he was 
beginrjjng to reap his harvest, let in' as joint propriefors 
Didcojt, ‘the agent, <in^ George Fredericks, ex- 
proprietor of the Bed/ord Music Hall; but the club 
was too iiill of rurtning to be «affected any 
managerial c^iangej, and* inus/ lyive been as good* as 
a gold mine, Jespjje the arti'-tic assumption of astonish- 
ment.on the part of the aew c^fercts at the amplitude 
of the eighteenpenny lunch. Excellent erfrried fresh 
mutton and rice was, I ^rem&mbci', the first /i/ai c^t 
jour of the new firm, and wh^n t^c iVrepressH)le 
Grumbler, had wolfed about five platcs>'ji‘ if for his 
eighteenpenee, ,and Dideott and Ergdcricks were 
contem{Hating speedy ruin, he was discovered to be 
in tears. , 

“ Wlfet’s the matter# ” asked the proprfetofs^ in 
chorus. 

“ Why, that curry.” 

“ Well, you .seemed to like it.” 

That’s just it. If I’d known it was going tefbe 
so damned good, I’d have had another gin and bitters 1 ” 

At that very moment an alert page boy came up to 
the mianagerial novice', 'with, “ A gent over by the 
doo6 wants the complaint book at* once, gentlemen.” 
And it turned out to be Fred IJussell, who, in break- 
fajting on tinned tongue, had trodden hc.ivily with 
his dickiest tooth oil a rpund bit of solJer that* had 
dropped througlf. * '• * 

“ This will probably mean a visit to Bow Street for 
you johnnies,” he growled, “ but the Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals yrill look after 
that” 
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.'“Why, what’s the matter?” cried the anxious 
partrjers. * 

“Matter? Good gad, sirs, do you call'yoprselves 
sportsmen ? Whyj you’ve shot this poor covt- in the 
tongue!” , ' , 

Barring the two worthy HeJjrews who shared the 
proprietorial promts, and the five or six yraiters who 
divided the tips wjjich^in defiance of all club laws, 
they extended the hand for, nobody at fhc Spooferies 
made the egrggiojs gjistakj? of taking life seriously. 
It being *i matter of social rigour for a gentleman to 
Sdefttify himself with A club of some sort,* it suited 
most adrliu-ably the youthful and aged sa'',es of that 
era to Sitestl, the hours during wlijch the datvn is 
chasing away^the shadows of mirk in dewurin^ much 
tripe-anck-onions, and malt ale, and punch, and mixing 
with the brightest men in town. The best wit needs 
lamplight, and'no gentler hymorist;. or more polished 
gentleman ever entertained tfie thoughtle.'^; patrons of 
the Spoofs-^ho gilt-edged fellows who tlropped in to 
killSine with a buck rarebit, but eventually stayed on 
toepend a delightful evening—night after night than 
poor Willie Wilde. The personification of, good 
nature and irrnsponsiBility, Willie with ten thousand 
a year would have been m.'tfyiificeht; without »ther 
income, however, tflian t'nat which his too indolenj pen 
afforded, the poor fejlow was frequently iif straits 
which must have proved highly repugnant to his really 
frank and Sunny disposition. No doubt his artistic 
inact; VTty Avas to some'extent'inherited, for, in her 
brilliant if somewhat uncharitable memoirs, the gifted 
Henrietta Corkran s^s : “ Lady Wilde used to sit in a 
shaded room lit by soft-hued lamps in broad daylight. 
Her Jqpg,jnassive, handsome face was plastered with 
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white powder ; over her blue-blacky glossy hair wm a> 
gilt croyjn of* laurels! Her throat was bare ; lo were 
her atms, but they were covered with quaint jeweljery. 
On Hfer broaci chest were fastened a series of large 
miniatufe brooches, tfvidently family portraits, which 
came down almost aj low as the gastron»mical region. 
This gavff her the appearance ol* a walking#fa«nily 
mausoleum.. She wore white Infl gloves, held a scent* 
bottle, a k’xe handkerchief, and a fan. Lady Wilde 
reminded me of a tAgedy* queen* at a suburban 
theatre.’i , •, * • • 

Yet Willie loved "(to rf:alk of) his work,,and woald 
chaiyn the ears of the uninitiatcfll witH sijch spft s(Juth 
wind,as,»‘‘The 'journalistic life irksorfte? Dear me, 
not at all !* "Sake my daily life as a*i example. I 
report at the office, let us say, at twelve o’ilock. To 
the editor I sajr, ‘ Good-morning, m ♦ dear Le 
and he replies, ‘ >Sood-r8orning, my dear Wil^e. Have 
you an ic?;a to-day ? ’ ‘ Oh yes, sir, mdeed i have,’ 
I respond. ‘ It is the anniversary ^ the^i>:nny 
postage stamp.’ ‘That is a delightful subject for a 
leader,’ cries my editor, beaming on me; ‘and would 
you'be good enough, my de^r Wilde, to write us a 
leader, then, on the anniversary of the penny postage 
staTnp?’ ‘Indeed I Will tlijt, w^th pleasure,’ is my 
an.<»wej. ‘ Ah, thank you, my dear boy,’ cries my 
editor, ‘ and be sure to have your copy in early—jthe 
earlier the better.’ That is his final injunction, and I 
bow myself out. I ,may*tl^en eat a few oysters and 
drinic half a bottle of Chablis at Sweeting’.s’ or, alterna¬ 
tively, partake of a light lunch at this admirable club, 
for, as rare Ben Jonson says, ‘ The first speech in my 
Cataline, spoken by Sylla’s ghost, ««s writ after I 
parted with my friends at the Devil Tavern^ I had' 
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drank well, and had brave notions.’ I then stroll 

toward^ the Park. 1 bow to thd, fashicAiable;s. I am 
seetj along incompwable Piccadilly. It is grand. 
But meantime I am thinking only rf that fjenny 
postage stamp. I try to reci.ll Ull I ever heard about 
postage stamps. Let me r.ee: there is Mr So-and-so, 
thejm entor; thefe is the early oppositiorf; the fifst 
postal legislation; then Vhe way stamps are made; 
putting the holes in the paper ; the gi-m on the back ; 
the printing—alY these fietails'come back to me ;*then 
a,,pafagraph or ‘iwp, abopt present postal lawjs ; a few 
e>famp!es pf the cru<le drolleiaes of the official Postal 
Guide; perli^)sjas aconclusion, something about the 
crying neetl oT cheaper letter rates.' I think ,of all 
these circumstances as I stroll hack a'onfg Pall Mall. 
I might g*o to the British Museum and grub up a lot 
of nujsty Jacts, tut that would be unworthy of a great 
leader writer, you may well Vndersfand, that. And 
then esmes tte writing. Ah, here is where^I earn my 
I rdpair to my club. I order out my ink and 
paper. I go to my room. I close the door. I am 
undisturbed for an hour. My pen moves. Ideas floV. 
The leader on • the punny jjostage stamp is being 
evolved. Three great, me<Ity, solid • paragraphs, each 
one-third of a column-r-that fe the consummation to 
be wished. My ideas flow fast and free. Sgddt;nly 
soipeone knocks at the door. Two hours have fled. 
How time goes ! It is an old friend. We are to aat 
a little^dinpcr *at the Ca/(5 -Roy^l and drop into the 
Alhambra*for the new ballet. I touch the button: 
my rriessenger appears. The leader is despatched to 
141 Fleet Street, in the Parish of St Bride, and off we 
go, arm in atm. After the shower the sunshine. 
Now'fdr the enjoyment of that paradise of cigar-ashes, 
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bottles, corks, ballet, and ftiose counIJess circumstantes 
of gaiety^ and relaxation, known only to those who arc^ 
indwtllers in the magic circles of London’s literary 
Boheftiia. Isjt not delightful, boys ? ” And the Eioys 
woul^rdply, “It is superjj!” 

But appreciative awdicneps <lo not sa^sfy creditors, 
and somesoj' Willie’s*methods of raising the wi^ were 
peculiarly rfflective of*his great genius. There was 
one dull week-c^d night when, as three or four of us 
sat laboriously doing i*)thinq» th^rcValked into the 
club tlie^late lamented Alfred Cejlien HC was ^oing 
out of town, it seemed, ^id, as often happens (so I am 
toky to the man conscious of tl'n: faefcthat he ha^ his 
chequc-ljook in* his pocket, he had rmi clean out of 
ready money.. And the bar-tender, t® whom Cellier 
disclosfcd the fact, could afford him no relief since there 
wasn’t enough just then in the till tto have cashed 
anything bcyonii a dq^lar postal ordfr. It was.then 
that AlfrVd turned round, and, add/essing^us im¬ 
personally, asked: y ^ 

“ Can any of you boys change a small ch^ue for 
rae?” 

P'or an instant there was pp response ; then Willie 
Wilde awoke w(th a start, and, in a manner of speak¬ 
ing, caused us to stop-growing, by enquiring: 

‘4 For how much, my dear Alfred ?’’ 

“ Only a couple of .sovereigns,’’ Cellier answered. 

, “ Tut, tut, dear lad, two are no good to j^ou,” rejoined 
Wilde, largely, as a^ benevolent smiltf overspread his 
feattires. “Matce it five and I’ll do it With’^ very 
great deal of pleasure.” • 

This was a corker! We could only watch whal 
followed in silent awe. Cellier, haviqg written out a 
cheque for five pounds, handed it to JViWe, whe 
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promptly drew frgm the watth pocket of his capacious 
Waistccat five veritable sovereigns and landed them to 
the famous man of music. We were all dumbfounded, 
positively. For my own part, I felt ponvincell that 
such an utterly unprecedente,d occurrence coulcl only 
be the prelujle to something njuch more novel and 
startliijg, and, tenur fifteen minutes later, ii.,y surmise 
proved to be correct.' „ •> 

Having swallowed a second whisljy and soda and 
purchased cnoilgh 'cigarettes* to fill his case, Gcllier 
turned to 'oid us gpod-night. “ Good-nigh^, and a 
good time to you, old chap'’’.cried Wilde, and— 
almost immediately ^rosc from his chair. After the 
disappearing friend he went and oveitook him pn the 
very threshold.of the door. , • 

“ Half a moment, my dear Alfred, you—er—you 


“ y^hat'is it, pld man ? ” ', s 

“Yoji .said just now that you only Wanted hvo 
sovereigns, cj^ln’t you ? " 

“I'ciid, and two would have done me very well,” 
assented Cellicr. ^ 

“ Quite so. Well—er.i;-the fact is that the sovereigns 
which I have just given you are tlje property of a 
friend, to whom, however, youa^cheque will be equally 
agreeable. But personally I am absolutely ston^ until 
Saturday, when I have several sums to receive. Now, 
woul^ you, as you say two pounds are sufficient fgr 
your own needs, grant me the. loan of —tiu other 
’ three 

And Cellier, being a gentle, simple soul in financial 
matters, forked out! ‘ 

Next to a certain fellow-journalist, who, when his 
c wife,-a OrilUant young actress, died, went to a leading 
/ t 
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firm of West End flofists, and ^aid, “I wanl’tht 
handsomest jjirreath that you have, to deposit on tlie 
coflifi oY my poor Hear wife,”—and when the mag- 
nihctnt offejjing of arum liliel and tuberoses and. 
cam^lias was made «p,,the sad voice of the moifrning 
widower, half 'choksd witlj sobs, bleate^, “ Look here, 
kt me have this for*nothing. I do the accougt ^f the 
funeral for five of thd leaslingodaily papers, and you 
shall have a pp|f that’s worth a tenner to you 1 ”—next 
to ^his sympathetic oliap, I* refloat? there were few 
more considerate spendthrifts than Bobb#: Ashton.^ I 
admit, with regret,,thaj this name is a fictitious ene, 
since Bobbie’s actual appellatjpn i.% tocf valuable an 
asset t(^ be ruthlessly exposed. It is.a cognomen of 
distinct crwiqjercial value : as Captaiiv Jones, the dear, 
impectinious ‘Old Castilian,’ once observec>as he read 
the list of the rgembers of the JockeV Club outside the 
weighrtnf^room <it Epjom, “ Holy hopes! ftiere ^re a 
lot of nanies there that would look dashed w^l on the 
back of a bill-.stamp ! ” But though ifpbbie and his 
brother jointly owned a highly prosperous weekly 
i*ewspaper, from which they derived and divided ap 
income of not les.s than scveqty thousand pounds per 
annum, he rigorously practised many of the minor 
economies of life, on,^’ of which consisted in never 
tal(in^ a cabwvhere an omnifms would do. 

Now, most of the omnibusas which ply between the 
suburbs and the West End are largely patronjped in 
tTie early morning*by nvlliners’ apprentices going to 
thek daily toif, and it was in a rumbling caravan 
called, for some inscrutable reason, a ‘Royal Blue,’ 
that Bobbie Ashton first eet eyes on Kittle 
Warner. I 

Kittie belonged to the great army of* half-pretty 
* 1 
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Vortlen who have (jnly the pcSentiality of beauty, and 
not the« actual possession, but l^er eflbrts to attain 
beauty had resulted in the possession of a grace»that 
was more than a substitute for the genuine article. 
The evident care with which hendark brown hai^f had 
been dressed, ,the good ta-^tc with which her clothes 
had }3e^ selected, and the faultless fit of^ her gloves 
and boots, combined' to itiakfe her ten times more 
attractive than the victorious beajjty who feels 
supremely sure oV he'rselfi In .vhort, she possessec^just 
that leaven 6f modesty which tlie conscienceless man- 
about-town, who is sick of tlje flesh of sirens, houris, 
or la£nia:,^feers peiisona|ly railed upon to dethrone. So, 
when she left the omnibus at, as it subsequently tran¬ 
spired, the street corner before her usua,l cXie, Ashton 
instantly, and as she had all along foreseen, followed 
her. It was thert that he made the di.scovery that the 
girl was as'well .spoken as she v,as well built, an'd that 
by occupation she was a ‘ mannequin^ or livifig model, 
in the showrdoms of Madame Jeanne Sylvain, in 
Albemarle Street. As it was nearly ten o’clock, the 
Ijour at which Jeanne’s girls had to be in their places, 
there was little time for,trifling, but, though the -Eve 
in the girl was rampant enough, she could make no 
appointment for that evening on account of the strict¬ 
ness (actively) of her ‘ mater ’ and (passively) of her 
‘ pater.’ These wise pe»6ons, going always to bed at 
ti'n p.fn., ordained that their daughter should be homg 
by nine—unlesS, as sometimes happened, she. went 
'to a concert or very select Cinderell'a with Isabelle 
Avery; her closest chum at Jeanne’s, on which occa¬ 
sions she was permitted to spend the night at Isabelle’s 
home, the wherftabouts of which ‘mater’and ‘pater’ 
believe<f to 4 )e at Clap-ham and Clap-ton respectively. 
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As the rule, like Excalifcur, cut both ways, and*Jsa 7 
belle stayed—in her parents’ imagiftation—with Kittjf 
occasiot»lly, ?hat lit^e wanton thought that the follow¬ 
ing jvening would be a good, one for a myUiical 
elocuticifiary ^tertainment. 

Af a quartet; past se^en on the following evening 
Robbie Ashton me€ Kitti6 Warner by* appointment, 
and, proceeding with Jiis customary caution# carried 
her off to otie of those tcrriltle* Roman restaurants in 
Soho, where Aey seye a rapi^-fi^^ dtner of seven 
courses with a bottle of petit %leu chucketj in for half- 
a-crowif. To be sure, his •stomach revolted fit the 
greasy stuff, but hc'swatlowed it as a matter of policy. 
Beftig rather deeply stung by’Kittie, fhis Anfro?/, he 
reflt*te 3 , ipight easily become a permanency, and to 
take a.millin?r’s girl at the very outsft to one of the. 
more fashionable dining-places, whejp the wine was a 
pound a bottle^ and tjje waiter looked glum at any¬ 
thing sh(^r{ of a dollaf, would be to gfve her an absurd 
idea of her own importance. Too many \v«>men, he 
considered, were spoilt by having intense* burned 
ground them. Moreover, and fully expecting to be 
asl^d all sorts of questions concerning himself, he 
had already formulated a sftt of answers, by which, 
with his habitu^li and despicable economy, he became 
Mr Robert Ash, a publishing clefk in his own office, 
at £ goo a year. This brilliant device would serve the 
double purpose of extinguishing the flames of cupidity 
Common to all mistresses of lowly origin, tmd of 
excusing him* from takiag his duldttia mto thp 
charmed circles in which he proposed on alternate 
nights to be still the gay, d^bonnaire, and case- 
hardened old chappie. In the event of his ever feel¬ 
ing like rashly overstepping these prudent .limits, he 
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i ou|<? always, he reasoned with' himself, h^e won a 
Lit at backing hordes. 

■' After dinner and a single liqueujj apiece,' Bobbie took 
Kittie to the Trocad‘5ro, in those days a dead-,and- 
alive pusic hall with three male and sixteen^ female 
‘ turns,’ the whole ‘ enhanced oy a commanding (as 
the auctioneers say^ promenade ard lounge where at 
ten o'cld^k the evening-dress brigade met and bought 
drinks for the demi-mondames —a nightly proceeding 
which old Bob Jlignell, the ^roprieibr, billed and 
advertised a^ ‘ The Reunion of Society.’ Here, in a 
pri -ate box for which he paid two guineas, though he 
onl;(l owned, to ten-and-sixpcnce,' Bob Ashton laid 
verbal siege to \he ihannequin, whose philosophic 
surrender consisted solely in the artless and^so'tro.vful 
.enquiry: 

“ Otherwise, I s'^ippose, you will never meet me any 
more ?". ^ ' , 

In'something'less than a month after tl is, Kate 
Warner had left her utterly impossible ‘mater’ and 
‘ pater,’ :vho were thereby enabled to wind up the 
clock and go to bed at sunset if they felt so inclined. 

‘ Madame ’ was supposed to have detected so much 
latent ability in her assistant, that she had advanced 
her ’position and her wages materially, and, as hjr 
promotion rendered it necessary for her to live in the 
immediate neighbourhood of the showrooms, she had 
takec a small furnished apartment in a select lodging- 
house hi Davies Street. In proof of all this prosperity,’ 
Kate handet^ her mother a wltole sovereign toWarjds 
the home expenses, which, even the most critical must 
admit, was corroborative evidence enough. 

For the first time in his somewhat chessboardish 
career, Bjb Ashton felt that he was within measurable 
C 
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distance ofTomplete Hap^ines^ His cosy bachqjpr 
rooms in Crown Office Row, in the iTemple, saw him 
on the a\;er£^a about, three nights a week, arili the 
other <nen in his house wonderpd whether he bad 
taken card^jlaying. But Robert was taking no 
harm.* His method* erf allowing his mannequin 
mistress about a Rv^r a week was to enclose an 
approximaV, but alwa;^s odd, sum of moniey* in 
sovereigns atvd shillings in ait erftTelope before leaving, 
the office on a Fsiday, and carry it^to her ‘just as he 
received it’ The surpluf or tlifi shortage, as the case 
might be,was regulated by tl^e nuqnBbr o^ night* o» 
which he had been oir publishing duty, and Jiis ability 
to supendcr the whole of his eari»ings*wqj; by. reason 
of his fnj«ying art allowance from his mother—small, 
it is true, bu? sufficient for his needs. Kot that Kitty 
ever would take the whole of the njoney. * With a 
pretty sense of unselfishness, she regularly j-eturned 
him wliat^vcr sifver ttfere was in tl»e envelope— 
usually about a twelfth of the dole—for, afto* all, a 
man who is an all but constant smoker nSeds ^ bttle 
loose cash about him at times. And Bob wopld 
acdlept these remissions with a playful bow, and would 
then Riss the little witch chastety for them five times— 
once on the forehead, oijct on each eyelid, once oo 
the tiose, and finally oii»the ]ips. , 

Y«t J^ob was not precisely at his ease. His own 
deceit was but a trifling matter? The girl was more 


th^ well looked afte| according to her station, and to 
have taken her oyt of,it wouy have been fo run the 
risk of losing her. Besides, with much leisure, women 
can generally be relied on to get into mischief :* nine 


hours a day at Sylvain’s was aboilt as fine a safeguard 
as a paramour could possibly carry. *But, as Bob’s 
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earlier fancy for the girl gjpw'into a mixed passion 
between jealousy and affection, and ultimately into 
'love, fie began to see the urjdesirable side of her 
connection with Sj'lvain’s estaolishment. Arf Kitty 
often explained to him, the milliners o£ the W^t End 
—when they were not mere'^male men, and lor* igners 
at that—were either one thing ci(- the other: ‘ frumps ’ 
or-^-wtll, something else. The ‘frumps' certaifily 
•enjoyed a monopoly bf t'ne customers whose pedigrees 
appeared in Bu^-ke^hut there were h&ndred.s of grand 
ladies whp flocked til Sylvain’s, too, and, heaven 
hnov’s ! Jeanne'Syk'ain^was no ‘ frump.’ Hvr ateliers 
Were thc' very smartest that existed between Bond 
Stfeet and Park LaiVe, and their elegant appointments 
and snug little tea-rooms proved irresistible attractions 
to many beautiful women, who often brought their 
male friends wj,^h them. If these cavaliers chose to 
pay -an ^account—as they invariably did—a cheque 
was courteously accepted, butno su(rgestiq,i of money 
matter? ever emanated from Madame, nor was any¬ 
body »ver ebaxed into making purcha.ses. P'requently 
the male escorts were privileged to express an opinion 
on a frock that was being tried on, but quite’as 
frequently they were^ making assignations with the 
■niannequins, and occasionaily, in the case of mairied 
men, they were brought for tiiat especial purpose: as 
is sometimes heard at Monte Carlo, “ Trap’s, noir, 
manque et impair:" Number Three has gained—a 
muoh-needed opportunity to foljow up a little af&ir 
of her own. There was one noble Iprd in particular, 
who had been so good to one of Sylvain’s girls that 
she felt personally affronted at being called to wait 
upon his countess, and once or twice she was on the 
point of telling him the name of the, doubtless, 
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platonic uamirer—a •H<jbrew gentleman of C^ipel 
Court—who paid her ladyship’s bills, but that the- 
peer wa^ tod rou^ to be trusted to reward *hcr \yf 
marrying her, even ii?she did help to obtairv his 
freedom. Sdxetimes a man cannot see that a wife 
who •has sinn^ ■ witli him before marriage is any 
better than one wljo has* proved unfaMthful to him 
after. * . ^ • • 

Whenever Kitty told Bolf ol* these things he greijr 
displeased and •spoke of taking ^ler^away ; therefore 
the girl never mentiefned td him a lajly who was 
perhaps, as careless f>f the r^mvaiMtlres of society ns 
any customer that Mad;«nie harl. This w%s a certain 
Mrs Saintsbnry, a Iteautilul woifian ftil’,* on the fight 
side ^f<hirty, And of that same self-reliant type as 
was the bfat*e lass in the big railway strike, who,, 
when no driver could be found to ta^e the'train out, 
cried, “ Fll undthtake to run the engine if pnly. some 
skunk ofV fellei* will f»ed the fire! ” S'he burdens of 
widowhood sat lightly upon Mrs .Saintsburjsr for she 
paid four hundred a year for her flat ift towjj alone, 
and was rarely seen in the same frock thrice. y\nd 
yit there was that about her which won Kate’s secret 
admiration. Possibly it was that shd did not come to 
Madame’s to drink, as sp'many ladies did. Kate had 
an*inborn horror of .spivit-d^inkii^, and although, as 
was the custom of the dressing-room, in which each 
girl had to provide her ten slfillings’ worth—a bottle 
of three-star brandy and a dozen of soda-water—in 
her tarn, she jvas ^virtually compelled ,to take her, 
afternoon tipple with the rest, she really hated the 
very smell of the stuff. 

Towards Kate, Mrs Saintsbui^ had^always shown a 
kindly consideration, attracted, doubtless, by the girl’s 

i6 
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^geijfle manners; and one .afternoon, wh'en she had 
been giving moA; trouble than she herself deemed 
{■easonable, she slipped two sovereigns into Kate’s 
right hand. It was done .so qufetly, so politely, that 
Kate began to doubt her own earlier jiTigment^of the 
butterfly; Kate was tempora'rily short of mone^', too, 
for Bob was Sway in the C(5untry,land Mrs Bellingham, 
the daWdlady of the house 'n Davies 'Street, had 
suddenly increased Kate’s rent from twenty-five to 
thirty-five shilliijgs ? week. In truth,*!! was only Mrs 
Bellinghamis ill-bred idea of retaliation, Kate h&ving 
previously compfaiAtd of the two younjg ladies who 
shared an' attic in the sanle house taking twenty 
minutes ‘apieee each “hight to say good-bye to Sheir 
sweethearts on the doorstep, on the ground that it 
“didn’t look respectable”; but it ' was equally 
annoying and irv'onvenient at the time. A few days 
later Mrs.8aintsbury asked Kate if she had a, sweet¬ 
heart, and, beirfg told she had, but that hc'irfas out of 
town, sCie said, “Then, when you leave here to¬ 
night, come'^and see me. I am not going out all 
the evening, and we will have a cosy little supper 
■together.” 

And what a happy 'evening it wasl Just such a 
one as two unfettered schdo'girls might have spent 
together; and wher. Kittie ISft Mrs Saintsbury, who 
was going away for a month and would not retarn'till 
early in December, she'felt that she already loved her 
as though .she were an elder sister.—certainly as much 
, as she loved Bob, for, with 411 her affection fol Bob, 
his extreme, not to say insane, .sensitiveness on her 
behalf was slowly but surely inducing a settled feeling 
of melancholy ip her.' 

December alv/ays is a lively month for those who 
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are not too bi: 9 ke over *lie Manchester NovenAer 
Handicap, or those who, being flusTied with .^ccess 
and wjne'by the resi^lt of the same event, were in- 
duced,jas a nserry jest, to sit down on the Pulltfian 
footwarnier anfl go tq sleep, and who, on suddenly 
awakifig, were hfin to fake the magnum out of the ice 
and ,sit iij the pail •for tSe rest cf the journey to 
Euston, to ftnter heartily ir^o ;t«s amusement#; and 
Bob returned from his country trip literally bristling 
with cash. Whatever jjis business ii* the provinces 
had been, it had turned out well, for !^ittia»found him 
as free with the gold^as was cfcerfaln dear old bj^o^ 
sportsman, who once observed, “ If by ^ccjddnt I mj.ke 
a fivfir go as far js most people make ^a'quief, I look 
on mfseff as^ dam miser! ” Kate wa^far too shrewd 
to ask .imperRnent questions, though she, literally 
tingled with the curiosity of a CluiVins when Bob 
handed, l^r a tfnner jnd told her to get'herSelf a 
pretty bail-foom froclc by Monday tTie fifth, as he 
intended to take her on that night to a mofe than 
ordinarily smart dance at the Freemasons—foiPwhich, 
h^ added, as his old circumspection asserted itself; he 
had Ijeen given tickets. , 

Pale blue was Kittie’s best colour, and before many 
hoi\rs had sped Slvan and Edgar’s receipts had beCii’ 
permanently swollen by*an appreciable part of that 
tenner* while a hurried call of enquiry at the Tavern 
in a hansom had informed the little woman that fhe 
function fixed for the fifth was no less fhan one of 
the rpnowned ‘ Tledd^ ’ Solorflon’s pcriodicaLgilt-edged 
corroborrees, which at Aldershot and Capel Coui;t, and 
St John’s Wood and South Belgravia, were regarded 
as regular birthday nights, and of whidh all the world 
had heard. None the less was it the’first, entertain- 



244 ' PITCHER IN P^RiADISE* 

r 

ment of any pretence thj\/; Bob had ever offered to 
take Kittie to, and she made her preparations in a 
becoiliing spirit of appreciation. ' t 
And sweet indfed she looted as on thatf fateful 
Monday night she stepped out of her f/rougham (hired 
from the jobmaster’s in South Ai^Iley Street) and 
tripped lightly up the white drftggeted stairs that led 
to thft ball-room. Nor had ,?he ever gazed upon so 
brave a sight befere.*’ The third dnnre on the 
programme, tl^e lancers, h.ad just .stllrted, and to the 
faultless playing of a'band of forty picked musicians, 
*acb wearing a' mTccgaj' of scarlet geraniums as big 
as a cauliflower, five hundr^l arid fifty-six (so one of 
thfe stewards siid) of London’s cheeriest young fellows 
and prettiest' women, and all agi’lc tcrpslchoreans, 
were fairly Tnto their stride. With "many, of the 
women’;? faces ICittie had grown familiar through the 
agency <jf the theatrical photo;;rapM-r’s shop yindows, 
but the men siightly puzzled her until Bobbie pointed 
out thfl best-known amongst them. Thus she easily 
recogRisedrthe beautiful Mrs Frankie Marini, though 
she did not know that the Indian prince who danced 
« with her was Dhuleep Singh, nor that another nafxjb 
who was the i5artner*-of a perfectly divine creature 
.Jajith a rope of matchless .grey pearls around^ her 
throat was the Maharajalf of Kuch Behar. Miss 
Lottie Dettmar and Mr Arthur Roberts, Mies Belle 
Bjlton and Mr Georgfi Edwardes, Miss Agnes Hewitt 
and«the Marquis of Queensberry.Miss Florence Lefey 
and Lord ‘.Ned ’ de Clifford, Miss Minnie Duntan and 
Mr Charlie Harris, she could also have picked out for 
herse'lf; but amongst the hosts of interesting people 
with whom ,she was not even photographically 
acquainted were Lord Mandeville, Miss Florrie 
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Vilson, Dan at?8 Clem Finch, Miss'Madge Shirley, 
Dickie the Dfiver,’ Miss Elfrida Nunn, the*only • 
?.omant), Miss Beatritfe Gordon, Mr Hughie Drum- ' 
nond, tiliss Ffh* Mackintosh, Mr Sam Lewis, M,iss 
jladys* C’arlton, •“ Fatlier* Jem Selby, Miss Lena 
Holroyd, the immacijlate ‘ Swears ’—and so many 
iesTdes that* her memo^ failed ^(as does mir»e)»to 
■etain event their names. Buf if t*he ball was a dream,* 
he supper,‘servdh at half-past twp, ^as a glorious 
iwakening. Scores and scores <Jf Strasburjjpies there 
vere, and»Westphalian hams, and kjrded capons, And* 
jarley-sugar fretworlf wherever it would^ ,go; whilfe 
;he only wines that were opened‘wer# a.Duminy *of 
78 anal » Mumm*of ’80, in magnums. 'By no means 
the stereotype!»cramble for stodge familfarto devotees 
of public dancing, but a supper to dweR over-^though, 
perhaps,^ as you ftmark, not in this place. »Le 4 us 
return, then, to the ball-foom. • ' 

Kittie had just been dragged through the ‘iLittle 
Jack Sheppard” Quadrilles, the second danc» after 
supper, by a good-looking but mistaken youth whose 
salfatory style reminded one of a swimming instructor 
‘ treading ’ water, and was being’taken to a seat, when, 
in the midst of a.group, she recognised Mrs Saintv 
bury. Her joy at this uneApeefed encounter was very 
real ’and unaffected, and Mrs Saintsbury seemed 
equally pleased. * > 

“•Why, you wicked, little minx, you I ” lasighed»the 
beautiful woman,^s, leaving her friends, sh<i advanced 
to meet Kate. “Who that ever saw you in your 
demure moods and your quiet black frock would 
dream that you came to such 'dreadful places as 
this?” . . . 

“Don’t call it ‘dreaciful’; besides, it my first 
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offence,” answet;ed Kittie^ and theaj perceiving the 
, awkvwardness of her reply, she added,- i‘ and my—er— 
. ‘ intended ’ brought me herf.” • 

She could feel her cheeks growing jjink with shame 
as ’intended ’ left her lips—<;harae at,having‘d^eived, 
however thqughtlessly, the friend whb could not have 
rcqro^ed her had* she blurted out the fujl,’’ unpleasant 
truth. But the worti harl gohe. , 

“ Your intended, eh ? Oh, this is*/ery interesting,” 
declared Mrs 3 ainlsb«ry, in her prettiest manner. “ I 
shall expdct to l^par all about this to-morrojv, Kittie; 
indeed 1 shall call in on purpose. And, mind, I shall 
give you ^bur* wed<ling-dress, and Madame l^erself 
shall design it—you little slyboots! • But wlifre^is this 
young gentleman ? He should be looi-ifg after you.” 


Redlj»confus^d, Kate glanced hurriedly around and 
presenfly ob.served Bobbie, at some vlistancc, standing 
talking with tjvo other men. *, • . f * 


“ Ah, there he is,” she said, indicating the group to 
Mrs Saintbjiury, “ one of those three men standing by 
the farther door. Not the one with his back turned to 


I us’ nor the one with the single eyeglass, but the one 
with the dark.moustjche—there! he is raising his 


hand to the one with tho eyeglass now.” 

Mrs Saintsbury^first lookjjd critically at the diftant 
group and then turned to Kate, with far more^enious- 
ness on her lovely face than was usually to be seen 
th’erg. . _ , , 

“ You musf surely be mistaken, child," slve said ; 
“none oP’those three men, all of whom I ^cnow 


perfectly well, ever yet had any serious thoughts of 
matrimony.” ^ • 

“Of course, I may be wrong,” admitted Kate, so 
' feebly* ant^ reluctantly that her friend barely caught 
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her answer; asd, still clihging to a,shred of hoptf* she 
faltered, “ Tey me their names, dear, will youi" ^ 

“ CJprtainly I will,’J was the brisk answer, though its 
giver»clcarly»saw that something’was radically wrong. 

“ Thd fallow with his«baf k turned-’’ • 

“bh , never ftiind ^ ^ 

, “ But J ilo mind him. Have the goodness riot to 
interrupt a^ain. The* feljpw •with his back turned 
towards \is is tommy Kerby, one of the most raffish 
and dissipated cads ii» Londtin. ^ Hb is daily expect¬ 
ing his mother’s death, and his. owit will occur 
within three months ^of *his succeeding to tiur 
property.” 

‘^Wgll?” asked Kate. 

“\Vell, “hj fair one with’the eyeglass is Captain 
Keith'Hannan. He’s heart and soul in breeding and 
running raceheyses, and—well, to say that he is im- 
macukfc would be |bout as reasonable*as to,pro¬ 
nounce human nature so. But he’s useful to know at 
the meetings.” ^ * 

" Yes,” murmured Kate, impatiently, and^eld her 
breath. 

“.And the one with the djrk moustache is Bobbie 
Ashton, about the shrewdest, as he is certainly, the 
riehest, of the 'three. ’ fie and his brother own* tnc 
—j— ” (Here she named thd big weekly journal with 
whose official envelopes pooj Kate was so familiar 
—“ and his income is between fifty and sixty thpu’sanc 
a yeaf ; not’ that h% speijds a tenth part of it. He i: 
a terrible felloV wfth barmaids and suSh small deel 
—indeed, I was told at lunch only to-day that he ha; 
just devoted an entire fortnight in pursuing one whe 
has gone to Bournemouth, or some such place. Sc 
you see, dear-” 
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“ Tfes, yes, I seciit all, but—first see sCfe out of this 
pjace, d«ar Mabel, will you ? ” 

“Certainly, dear child, but wjjat has come‘over 
, you ?’” 

“ I ‘will tell you to-morrow.". 

The vast or^^ of the situation was too’great for mere 
tears.. Never previously had Kate addrfSS'ed Mrs 
Saintsbury by her Clh’i.stian name, but jhe looked 
upon her now as the only friend she had left in the 
world. Absolute'eonfidsnee in We living soul is life’s 
greatest blesimg to (he weary. , 

As kate and Mabel appro^hed the door, Ashton 
noticed them'dndnstartfd forward. The first expr*;s- 
sion that came over his face on seeing these voq^en 
together might well have been that whicht*ft spectacle 
of a two-da^^s-old ^aby doing a serpentine skirt-dance 
would have evoked; but it changed almost instantly. 
He realised* at Iqpst, a part of thlj truth’, and,w^s about 
to let loose a torrent of explanatory gush, but Kate, 
stepping ^acl^ so that Mabel Saintsbury .stood mid¬ 
way between her and her lover, stopped him. 

“Mr Ashton" she said, laying bitter stress upon thd 
name, “ our liaison mu.st .absolutely end here, if ;^ou 
please. If you are a gentleman you yill not molest 
me at my place in Davies Street, nor refer to our pa?t 
relationship. In a reciprocal spirit I promise never to 
repeat that you— -you, sit, with your fifty thousand a 
year, ev^r too^ ten .shillings a week from ycjfjr mistress, 
to buy your tobatco with 1 • , , • 

■ And she sfvbpt down the stairs. 

• • ^ • • • • 

Best'day’s work she ever did fpr herself I For, with 

thk prudint ^udacity gained by, this experience, she 
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shortly afterwJtads netted‘one of thp leading lightif in 
the wholesale •egg business—a splendid gam<) when 
hens lieep healthy anjl the astronomical sign is right— 
and, with a lap^e of fifteen years, she is now respected 
and IpviJd by alj around •her, and the joy and defight 
of a numerous progeiiy. 



ClfAPrER XI. 

The vilUge versus the town scrfhdal—Ail'AppIecombe dKgrace-wWillie 
Amos—Flits from the miller’s daughter—And catches a Tartar— 
* Ofthe ‘ Old Durham Ox ’—iind his remaikable methods—He wins 
Uiirty-eighVr-A”’^ expected tti tfike bread-and-butter for it—His 
tfaggcsvons t^i fadilitatc t settlement—In piaise of the lowlywace- 
goer—A mettu eumpetitiun—Kesults in a wftik-over—Xhe tender 
spot in old llill^oodey—A ' raw lad of ten '—saved (aiKldcy 
* from the workhouse—Swears as a bull dog MiowniaiS'—‘ Sister 
Mar> *—tOf her gfring away, and—Of Uie pin which formed the 
soi^venir^f the occasion. • 

The town liaison is, alter all, an evanescent affair, 
which, 2 i!> often as not, leaves the damsel ‘ who did ’ in 
better chcurrfstances than before ; but the scandal in 
the little village—the little village in which the only 
charity known is,the chapel-directed relief of a fe\v in¬ 
curable invalids and a group, of chronic beggars— tJiat 
“Sort of wound leaves a proper and a lasting saar. 
Such a village, called Api^ecombe, is to be foi^nd 
nestling in the valley of Hampshire, hemmed^in on 
thrde sides by nodding golden cornfields and on the 
fourth* by tbe s rippling, trout-hatrnted Test. The 
'Applecomhes life was, when I dvas familiar with it, 
mainly, regulated by two churlishly-important resident 
families—the Marlcrs, at The Manse, and the Amos’s 
at Vine Court * The respective Lady Bountifuis of 
these hous«s supplied the village with ample food for 
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jealousy ancJ*eriticism, tS which the inevitable <<6apel 
added % weekly dose of cant and pew-cuddiing tlj^at 
moro than sufficed Jo make existence tolerable.^ B.ut. 
while the Meters were merely well-to-do, the Amos’s,, 
so tile "gossips, said,‘had barrels of it Willie Amos, 
the only child" of elderly parents, had, inherited con- 
siderabfb property Trom his material grandfather, and 
having ,orily loutish tastes, Tt^as never likely to cut 
seriously intcfi his patrimony. |JJ/hh the women he 
was.a perfect devil of*a fellow, and'in a more spirited 
community might have g<jt rajwy a hfding frora^ an 
incensed husband'or rgvengeful big brother, but the 
mgle Applecombers were mostly dull dt)gs, pnd fer too 
upyigilant to detect the sly;pressing.of a loved ankle 
under th(?stable or a surreptitious* kiss behind the 
door." On the broad principle of tlfje boy in the tuck- 
that was sweet ^as gleasing, 
n, wide diversity, but was 
oftener with Grace Baker, the miller’s daughter, than* 
might have been the case had the^irl not been 
motherless. 

• Grace was a sweetly pretty creature with about ^s 
mttch force of character as any one of her pet white 
rabbits, and as her father, sorely needing a house¬ 
keeper, spent most of,his spaje time making "blunt 
but honest overtures to the widowed postmistress, the 
girl had far more liberty thaa was good for her. ^ Con- 
,sequently,,on old John Baker entering thp house 
unexpectedly^one afternoon, he fouriU Grace red-eyed 
aSd sobbing, with her handkerchief rollfed into a wet 
cambric ball. Simple soul that he was, the girl’s 
extemporaneous story of a sphttingi headache washed 
well enough with him ; but not so with the post¬ 
mistress when he idly mentioned the ci/curhstance'to 


shop t^ whom •everything 
Willib A{n«s •indul^iffed i 
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her ikter in the duy. Good Mrs MatJbison was a 
mfiterialLt who looked for a brick and grdss Jei usalem 
> or none at all, and she shook her 'head incredulously 
,at the bare idea of a young woman blubkering herself 
hideous over a mere attack 6f megrim. All uriox- 
pectedly she visited the old mil'j house during the 
following, forenoon, and—well, on that nighv poor old 
Joljn Baker shed tears also." 

In a few hours Grj -e Baker’s fall was the topic of 
every tea-table in Appledombe, but nowhere did 'the 
newjs Cc^ise greater censternation than at Vine Court, 
for the first ijpgulse of Willie Amos, with the fear of 
an action for sgduttion'upon him, was to run awrfy. 
Shamed out of this craven, subterfuge by his littfe less 
cowardly father, 'Willie ultimately discerll^d the ex¬ 
pediency of*-a speedy alliance with one Rose Sandi- 
land, the fait daughter of the vicar of a' neighbijiring 
parish and a youitg lady to whonrf he had already paid 
"Some attention. Rose was already four-and-twenty, 
and as he^ worthy father, though the son of a peer, 
'had npthing but his miserable stipend to live upon, _ 
maAiage was virtually a necessity on her part. So 
admirably had she been bfought up, too, that in her 
keeping Willie’s fortune would.be even more secure 
than in his own, and,Amps did not hesitate to 
advise an ante-nuptial settlement of every shifiing 
upon fhe bride elect. As soon as the whole knavish 
proceeding should be capped by the clergyntan, a long ’ 
honeymoon spent on the iCantinQ,nt would su'rely 
demonstrate to the miller’s daughter the utter hope¬ 
lessness ( 5 f seeking redress, even if it did not bring 
home to her the igreat’’basic truth that those who 
permit themselves, to be ruined must expect to be 
despised. ‘Mejntime, any one of many consumma- 
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tions devofitly to bd’ dejjred might dnsue: the (jhild, 
or even the,^)ung mother herself, ihight die ; or fcrace 
might elect" to leave Ajlplecombe altogether ; or, 
assiSied privately So furnish a •modest cottage; shfe* 
migtit marryrtome honest rustic who could not have ■' 
expected to w'n her before her d^bdcle. 

Not only did thg;,Amos's sec all these possibilities, 
but they •actively debjated thj^m ; while ‘ ouv Willie ’ 
formally proposed to MiSs Sandiland and found <110 
impediments put in the way of :f-iof rly alliance. The 
lawj'crs and the drc.ssmakers were set tq,work literally 
by tho postal telegraph, and if ..the bridegroom etect 
did not .seem outvvardly overjoyed at tb^iprospect be¬ 
fore him, it was only because He wak inwardly lohging 
foroseme vaguely distant a^ipointment, such, for in- 
.stance, as iKe lone keeper of a new Ifghthouse on any 
bit of rock beyond the Needles. Ki the Very outset 
the Aiyjos’s had stipulated with the Sandilands for a 
perfectl)' .pAva'te weilding, 'by special licence, fb be 
solemnised in London, and it wanteil less tl^in a week* 
to the sealed date when Grace Bak«r bore a son. 
After hearing the news, the hope of the house of Amos 
'remained in his own rooms—though he certainly did 
help the day out by gettirfg hopelessly intoxicated 
before lunchco.n. On ,the morrow he was going up to 
town with his fiancee sand het father, and his own 
father, to execute the marriage settlement at the 
family solicitor’s, and the tinte for starting seemed to 
•be whole weeks iij coming. ^ • « 

Bat if Willis Apjos passed the natal ,day of Grace 
Baker’s child in a state of irresponsible inebriety, he 
had a brand new sensation to keep him in a ‘ whirl of 
bewilderment on his return trom %igning away his 
property. It really seemed as though F^te„had wjl- 



»S 4 PITCHER IN PAFA 1 ,)ISE 

full)»^kept back the information until hg had not left 
himself a single acre to rest upon nor a jolitary tree 
tv take shelter under. Awaiting his return td Apple- 
Combe were the startling tidings that .Grace' had 
confessed to her only parent that the “father of her 
child was—Fred Marter, the only soil of the pluto¬ 
crats of The Mans; I 

This .vholly unexpi^cted d^rouement thr’ew young 
Avnos into that mixed state of feminme imbecility 
which the dear erf-lurc.s^ themselves best describe as 
the sensation,of not knowing whether to laugh or’cry. 
In', there fresh circuwsta.ices, and more partfcularly 
since report.said that old Baker, in default of receiving 
any encourage.Tient wlien he had called at The Manse 
with a hunting crop in iiis right fist, had instructed 
the village lawyer to issue a writ forthwith, there 
seemed no good o’!- sufficient reason for going on with 
the contemplated marriage, "^here ,was indtied but 
one—one that loomed with unpleasant latgencss on 
the horizpn, too. Not only would the Sandilands 
have an. indisputable right of action for brcacn-of- 
proroise, but they already held that accursed ante¬ 
nuptial settlement as well! Can it be wondered at 
that when Willie Amos was put to bed by his man¬ 
servant, assisted by the butler, he was di.stinctly n'^t 
in a condition which insurance agents would consider 
compatible with the life of ‘ a good risk ’ ? ’’ 

With a bad grace and" the conscious superiority of 
the consummate, ass, and before the altar cyf a London 
Qhurch which.but for the clefgy and the contracting 
families was empty, Willie Amos gave his name to 
Rose Sandiland. Great as was the charm of the 
bride’s sweetnes^ and refinement, it scarcely sufficed 
t9 offset .the,churlishness of the bridegroom’s boorish 



PITCHER,IN PARADISE *55 

manner; inS^^, it leeried a positn^e sin to cart a 
pretty maiden before such a cur. The wedding 
breakfastr eatin at a severely respectable restaurant 
out ot’deferepce to the cloth of the bride’s father, "waft 
only It ^protraction of the general depression ; .and, 
breaWng up'tht; party as speedily as bare politeness 
would permit, old AJnos de^spatch^ thi newly-made 
pair to Paris, and cartied his jpwn consort Itorfe to 
Applecombi ii^a temper tllkt continually bordered on 
eruption. ^ 

But not cven_the delights and distractions of Paris 
could alleviate the blighting* affliction of matrfmony 
which had fallen upon Willie Amos. N'panatter from 
what point of view he regarded Ais m^irriage it always 
became? a nightmare, and the mere‘thought of the 
domesticity ui' his own fireside in the coming winter ■ 
nearly drove him to take seriously tc^ absinthe, a form 
of alcohM in which even the problems of Euclid are 
capable of* Elution.* Three death.^ the coward 
ordinarily dies, but in the case of Willie .^mos an 
amused Kismet considerately provided ak fourth, and 
it took place on the morning when Willie’s note-iaje 
needed replenishing, and he realised for the first timer 
the Humiliation of applying to his young wife for a 
chgque. , . ' 

“Dear me! How feaifially extravagant we must 
haile been,” she cried; “ nevertheless we will draw 
another fifty pounds and that* must take us home.” 

• Amos scarcely <»uld believe his qars*: such des- 
potisnf was !»maz^g. ‘ All that affc/noon he. 
wandered aimlessly about the boulevards and the 
passages in that state of rustic mental collapse which 
comes suddenly over the young farmA" who has sold 
his beeves on his taking a glass with ^he.afTabla 
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stranger he mbt in the fair; aiid the „very next day' 
he insisted on returning to England.' 

, Buh l am lingering unJuly. Life itsulf i.® made up 
.of changing picture.s, and when pnce the cheq-e-book 
passes, into the grey mare’s keeping;, tKe end of all 
romance in that domain is well in sight. P.y her 
excellent mother Rose had be in forewarned of the 
pitfr.11% which beset the path of the rural husband who 
Ijas yet to experience the full flavour of ,the town. 
And perhaps Sandiland was not entirely in 

ignorance of her son-in-law’s motive in trans'erring 
Ijis property. Any}vay,,Kose kept an inflexible half¬ 
nelson on the muniment chest, and—three months 
later, Wjlliatn Amos.the younger was- in the Cou't of 
Bankruptcy, to which,, he had presented his .,own 
petition. 

During the wc ek following the filing of that in.stru- 
men1;I encountered the debtor himself in Qld Bond 
Street, paying.a most u.nusuaj<rouno C-- yisits" to the 
creditorial horde, his tradespeople. To them he 
admitted tl^t he was well able to pay his d.'-bts in 
full^ nevertheless he implored them to attend the 
.Statutory meeting, and to strenuously resist any course 
save that of winding up the estate in Bankruptcy, 
with the Official Receiver as Tru.stee. And this, he 
said, for the sole reason thaf he most ardently desired 
the complete legal overthrow of a certain ante-nuptial 
settlement which he had executed under fear and 
duresg, and,with such unjust intention to evade the 
consequences df an anticipated actioij at law, that it 
had been a heavy load on his conscience from’’the 
instant of his signing it! 

Tfet the flin*y-hearted Senior Registrar failed to 
see it. The Court of Bankruptcy, charging none too 
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lightly for it^ services, «!owly drjpfied out to/the 
creditors the<^oIden syrup which the debtor’s \jife had 
previously poured in, and granted the distressed. 
debto/* an iipmcdiaHe discharge* And to-day fhaff 
ante-nufitial s8ttlemejit,,hale and strong and* Ml of 
runnihg, standsfes the vigorous cenotaph of a village 
scandal wd a mockSig monument to liuman ny:an- 
ness. * • .» * 

Women v/er<\bad parsers ever. “ They do not win 
with dignity nor lose witli equapir^t^ once said John 
Corlert; and accepting this racecpujse tiew of the* 
matter, 1 can quotf an insfaned in which a ^tti- 
coated punter owed a Taookm^ker ^igftt^and-thjrty 
sove^eims and—jthen expected him to talce it out in 
tea tfticTbread-and-butter! * , 

The . bookie, a rugged, weathe^-beateq north- 
countryman, delighted in the sobriquet of the ‘ Old 
Durhani'Ox,’>an^ was^by his familiars^ addressed .as 
‘ Steve,” thodgll I presume that he has passed on to 
his eternal reward, since I have not gazed (fpon his 
rosy dlfl face for several seasons. A grater* oddity 
th^n he would have taken some finding, even i«^ 
Tatteysall’s Ring. Six feet t^Il, and, beefy of build, 
he usually affected a combjnation of a black coat and 
waistcoat with a straw hrft and white flannel trousers, 
giving one tlie impression that he^was a butcher who 
longed^o be a cricketer, but cquldn’t quite make it. 
,He was none the worse for being slightly adSietjd to 
thS bottle, anH was at his jjest at the r.'orthern meet¬ 
ings,, altho’ he ttirncii up e^^erywhcre, and’never, to 
my knowledge, was detained by a stationmaster on 
account of overweight in luggage. Bpt his memory, 
which I greatly envied him, was colossal. Elbowing 
his way to where the betting was thidpist, ‘Steve * 

’ 17 
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would fight for his share dT the busifSess, and, quite 
i^inoceift of book or penci/, would lay a ^hzen or more 
■wagers. Then, whep a tempora^ lull camc,^c^would 
back opt of the throng to where stood 'his cljrk, to 
whom he would reel off with piirftct accuracy Naow, 
Jim, three an’.a half ponigs t’ fayorite,* Ted HoSson ; 
an’ seventy ta twfcnty. Mister ftarclay. Seventy Ja 
tfn, Bird o’ Freed’m, Flarrjj Ro’oerts; pn’ seven ponies, 
Mick Bentley. S^wenty-fivc ta twent>‘ t’ fatlorite, Alf 
Spaldin’; a hoondorcl <.a ten,' Sailor Prince, Mister 
"Qilbept; an*^ fifty Vi five^ Joe Capp. 'TwentY ponies, 
Eu-a-rasianj Jack Ilammoijd; an’ two-hoonderd ta 
ten,»Capkn Smith. A hoonderd ta eight, Melton, Joe 
Pickersgill; anl the same ta Bob Howett. ^igfet ta 
two, Oberun—i forgit his name—put it cle-.m ‘ Repoor- 
teP; an’» fifty ti five. Castor, Charlie Cunnin’ham.” 
Then, turning away again, he would„resume^- “Here, 
seventy-five tq. twenty qn thc?.fee-u!d, ’.n’ seven’s bar 
woon. Fifties Candic-marse ’r Ty-a-rone! ” 

Nor }vas his pluck inferior to his memory j even 
at .Derby, a meeting at which many bookmakers do 
ffi'ot care to bet—where .Steel has frequently stood 
down, and of which John Robin.son has said, “ I .never 
come here without losing three thousand"—Steve 
would pepper the, favourites undismayed ; and • his 
accounts were always there on the Monday. ^ 

.Well, seven or eight, years ago, at a jumping meet¬ 
ing at Sandown Park (as nearly as I remember) 
Stephen got taken on, in .the costliest sense, of thr 
word, by‘one of the lady puhters' who nowaday; 
swarm in our betting-rings without let or hindrance 
Amongst the j othev petticoats that followed thj 
meetings she was ‘ Louie,’ and .she lived in one of 
block of iiits in central London which were locallj 
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designated, oij account cf the natijre'of the ground- 
floor letting, ‘the Mansions over the milk-snop.’ 
She was*a siren of the hotir-glass build, an^, white 
no loiter inkier first»bloom, she Had none of the sfcaja^ 
and moraines trhich jcnjlcr the well-chalked square of 
swaiflidown 'car/ied in the top of the stocking, or the 
little bo«k of papier poudri (also JrnorJn as ‘ cighty- 
leaves-for-ifincpence’), indi.^cn.'eble. Right *'ell she 
understo»d tt«yart of fracking, and much preferred to 
wear a fetching toqiic pX. Ncr^infflrvftt than to lay up 
a hald in Paradjse. _ • , 

Louid, as I have^said, got‘into* old Steve’s ribs ft)r 
fifteen pounds to five bcibre he was properiy aware of 
it. ’Had only the horse rollc 3 up’he* wofild fiavc 
parftd'joyfijlly, but it seldoffi happehs that the un- 
vigilanf fielder who has carelessly allowed an undesir-* 
able to get upon his book gets rid of thfc pest so 
easily., uo ^on^inue {he narrative in Steve’s’ own 
words:— ’ » * * ’ 

“ Later in the day she coom to me for a’ e’jen pony, 
GazaviSer, an’ like a old fool I let’s het^’aws it; an’ 
tw'lve to eight Mondaine, what run second in thed^t 
race. Two unplaced’s an’ one second, an’ damme? 
she was into me for thirty-eight quid 1 Stupid ? 
Aye, laad, even, the bloomin' clerk rounded on <ne 1 
He shets up the book an’ tvrops it up in the Sports- 
tn(tn vfhat he’d got in his kick, ah’ ho says, ‘ Take yer 
props, guv’nor. I’m orf! Strik^-me-lucky, ifrthc time’s 
eftme when these s»rt o’ people can tjet bn thfe nod, 
rm,jidgered if I dor^’t ’a\re a flutter.’ It pyikcs a old. 
man feel a fool when a bit of a flash monkey of a 
clerk can give him backtalk o’ that sort; yet I* felt as 
I deserved it, too. So I says, ‘ Jim, don’t be a fool, 
lad,’ I says; ‘ if she don’t brass up te»moy#r, jpst you 
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put'a note o fhe amount ^sicfe o’ my Settlin’ book 
an’ feave it ta me, but you shan’t have .to write her 
same 1?0 moo-re. Here 4 a couple foV ye*, ye’re a 
Contest lad, an’ we ain’t goin’ taf>part noAin’ o’ 
this <soft’ Well, would ye believe it, I never |its to 
speak to her fair an’ square till th’ Btighton mietin’, 
the week afcb-re ,th’ Netvmark^t Craven, tjio’ she’d 
seen'ma an’ got away* from mg twenty times at leas't! 
But up on White Hawk Hilk I gits h^'. So Aa speak, 
in a coor-ncr, ai*^It says, ‘ Looey, my gal, this ain’t 
pricket; ye’^'C bin in th’ book for ,eight-an’-»chirty 
pfiund ever since Ife’ jumpin’ season ; naow* what’re 
ye goin’ t«.do about it?’ ‘^Vha^ am I goin’ to do 
about it, tlear'olcf Stct^ic ? ’ says th’ witch; ‘ why, I’ll tell 
you that when^ou comt an’ have some tfa wi* me as 
you goes down i^to th’ town ta-night; tell yer^yman 
to pull ufj at number i/B Rock Gardins, just afoo-re 
ye turn onto the front. Don’t dissap^nt. now/ ^ecos I 
shall git th’ shrimps.’ Well, la&, ye mi^it ha’ floored 
me, it wrs all so suddin, but I couldn’t call off acos 
she was'goi^, an’—lord on’y knows how it w6;r, but, 
ag soon as th’ last race was over, there was me in a 
*fly, a-drivin’ to Rock Gardins just as if I’d bin a two- 
year-old ! Th’ little maid as opened th’ door .s\iows 
m&into th’ scttin’ room, an’'there’s Looey, in a sor^, o’ 
pink satin pinnyfoo-rc, .a-liyin’ on a sofy v/i’ a couple 
o’ boat-cushions under her an’ a-readin’ a Ixiol? o’ 
fairy tales! But, on c'atchin’ sight o’ me, she jumps 
up, chucks'her arms around mcineck, «an’ starts «- 
. settin’ on. tne knee an’« a-lelliiV mu all abobt ^ her 
‘mommer’ an’ her ‘ popper.’ an’ how she wants me to 
give her me photygrarph to wear in her watch, an’ all 
while they’re a-layin’ th’ table for th’ catlap stakes. 
3 utr lor', i 1 »| no-use of old fools a-tryin’ to be boys. I 



. PITCHEP. IN PA^DISE uei 

on’y ate a bit o’"crumpet, an’ when she wunt a-lo<?kin’, 
porred tlf tea* down th’ baik o’ th’ coal-skiftic, ai>’ 
then l'*findsj[’ve got jta break awiy. I makes al? 
excuses ^as I Mn thinjc c^, an’ when she sees nife to th’ 
front*door sfte ^ives me a kiss as makes th’ gas burn 
blue, an^she says, ‘ .lallylutln’s ter/norrSr, Stevie, an’ 
th* same titne, mind.’ My gaj,’ says I, as <atlierly 
as I could finder th’ ci»^s,*‘ don’t hold ! You’ve g8t 
me knocked-out, an’, Rock,G 9 r<Jt.is .sees me no 
moo-re, bit I’ll^act fair an’ square. Knock five qui(\ 
offn the? account for this, an* if ye can’t rake itp tBe 
other thirty-three T)y Mbnday, I’ll slip •n»y clerk to 
square it; he’s bin brought up*on soft‘food an’ kin 
plaj»tllis gagie ^rom a to z, bV old Steve’s joined th’ 
reservej. So good-bye, gal: knock i^fi*five.’ ” * 

Your lowly racing man learns, puppy-lik^, to shun 
the things tljat 'jjitc lym, but, eat what he mhy in 
moments of'succcss or*for appearance’s Weet sake, fiis 
native g astrj apomy is always true. Once, riding up 
fromr L’Siccster on tlie cight-and-a-halfp|nny bench 
with three shining lights of the outer enclosure, J 1 
noted that their conversatior^ turned on what they* 
should order for dinner and where they should partake 
of jt on reaching town. • Of itself this fact is worthy 
to be reedrded, if only for tho relitf it afforded to the 
invSrit(ble'‘inquest’ on the da/s running, and the 
^monotony of hearing cursed the eyes, and Sie limbs, 
artd the hearts of the jockeys who ‘ never fried 3 (say, 
slaughferhouse-y) yaid,’ tht iontrived most artistically* 
to get beaten on the post itself by the shortest of 
heads. ^ ^ 

The striving of the trinity to fix upon an ideal meal 
made very good hearing, though it (ailed^to advance 
its promoters’ object bj' a single inch. For whatever 
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one bf them proposed the other tw8 'v^ere sure to 
npgativ!, and so the thin^ dragged otf till .we were 
* 'jHelhthrough Wellingboro’. It w^ then that on(rof the 
' trio, by*name Bill Sharp, had an inspiration. 'J^'rom 
the back part of his mighty brain he l^jroughtit forth 
and fostered it upojj the wiobjecljing company.. Why 
not rfiake it a skill coijipetition? Five bob apiece In 
the kitty—and here he phtegH, his owij billycock, rim 
upwards, on the awl-beside him—and let each com¬ 
petitor map,out an ideal dinner for a hungry facing 
man to whom moAay was, for the nonce, no object. 
And he whose menu was in bulk adopted was to rake 
in the 'fifteen‘bio” and have first right, of .the 
company present, to publish a cookery book. .Did 
•it go? 'f ' , 

Indeed* it did, as it deserved to do. Each of the 
hungry th»ce first went down^ into His ^'ean^ for the 
neSessary silve!, which he chucked into,;tlie hat; then 
' each fell fp thinking laboriously, as though the exertion 
seriously pruned him. •- » 

^“•Now then,” cried Bill Sharp, after five minutes of 
this brain-overhauling, " who starts off?” * 

“ 01., it don’t signify who Starts,” replied one oT the 
twain who clearly was not' a leader,, adding, with a 
specious desire to a.isure equity, “ Of com;se I take it 
you don’t mean a mm teal dinner?” r • 

‘VMusi(i me aunt!”* growled Sharp; “d’ye think 
we’re U lot o’ (Jam French bluejagkets at Cherboung,' 
.that’s got,to swallow tinner# ’ofse l?ccos’ the band 
plays the Marseillaise ? ” 

A liftle abashed, but still with the growing confi¬ 
dence of one vitio feels that he’s got the winner in the 
stable y oqjv ha can get it out, the third man stated: 

“ Suppose,” said he, “ we says the Cafly Royal, an’ 
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one o’ thcm^ljftle tabicj on the ^pft as you goSs in 
from Air Strict-” 

He paused, probably fo gain time, but not /a 
murqjur, eRher of*dissent or ’approval, broke’ 
impcfrtial s^leSce. • t 

“\Vell,” the4uggester went on, clearly disappointed, 
“ we lesRls off with her’ doov* various—such as sardines, 
an’ capers, German harengs,‘anchovies, arf’ Lyons 
sossyso^g. . 

“ I thought there w«s to bit riS t^^usic ? ” chipped in 
the second man. 


“ Lyons sossyspng ain’t ^nusit, ye gillie! ” fetorted 
the chap who was making the f/miu jwMl«t Bill ^harp, 
who was jottiqg it down on the margin of his race 
card, warntd the interruptef’that he’jl be disqualified 
if he entered the ring again. \ • 

“ Afifer the hpr’ doov’,” continued the candidate for 
honours, obvioysly ejy:ouraged, “ we takeS whichever 
soup we individually prefet's—thick or clear—an’ for 
fish I siu'-r^ists a sole h la Louey Quinsy— 

'Don’t you mean Louie Freear?” in|erftipted the 
ga’rrulous one. * • 

‘iLoucy Quin.sy,” rejieatc^ the trier, ignoring tfie 
intrusion, “followed by_saddlc o’ lamb an’ a poplay 
<»ng ca.s_scrole-‘-a fowl ’cooked in a sort o’ tureen with 
streaky bftcon round it. '*rhen, <ff course, there’s sallid, 
liqueurs, ice-pudd’n, cigars,'ape! corfy, and—er—well, 
that’s good enough for me to bank on.” • • 

“IJo rernarks ^et,”Bill Sharp interposed, Tiolding 
jp his hand vArniitgl/. “^ow. Shorty, go on.”» 

Shorty dashed off the mark as though he jiad only 
got to go three furlongs. , , 

“ Rats on yer Caffy Royal to begin with!" he 
cried ; “ give me the^ Cecil. As fof cbpke t>’ tables. 



264 


tlTClIER IN SAffArtlSE 


you can set whertfver ye like. The* send for the 
head c/z^^an’ give him ca|t blong to slip hiipself, an’ 
r-T-'v^ll, I needn’t particularise no further.” 

^’’^ut this was roundly vetoed! Upless heij, felt 
content to forfeit his five shilling^ and. co*sid6r him¬ 
self a non-starter, he m^ist name the dishes that 
should compose hiJ dinner. 

“Well, said he, beginnr.ng'somewhat .diQidently, 
“we’d have the hjjc’^'.ioov’, an' the soup, of course— 
turtle soup, I think, if tt’s in Reason. Then, I.vote 
lol^tcr^ done*^ k la American, with curiy-powder, an’ 
some bullybaise—cert’nly sojne bullybaise: I had 
some«bullybai.se on tho pier at Boulogne la.s’ summer, 
an’, may I die, I,could 1)^’ ate a stout of it if it had 
ha’ been there ar.’ ready 1 After the bullybaise, some 
noisettes mooting, a competed pigeon or two”— 
he was.obvipusly growing reckless on •finding fiimself 
rapidly getting (jut of his (iepthi-<-“ a ffiw^mayonhaises 
an’ things, some asparagus in branches, an artichoke or 
two, an’ bl5ater-roes an’ Neapolitan ices to top e ffjvith.” 

Then it \\fas that Bill Sharp spoke, slowly -■•nd 
dfWberately. * 

“ If the ch’ice fcSl uporf remarked, “ to s£t a 

racin’ man down to the feed' as would give him the 
greatest satisfaction—j,^ay,_ did ye ever hear/)f sich a 
thing as a forty-ounce,, cut o’ rump steak, cooked in 
one piece—j—” • 

Loud, murmurs of approval wer^ already audible., 
Bill did not fail' to notice .theXi as, raiding his voice 
to the cresce'ndo pitch, h? went on: 

“-piled up with fried Spanish inyuns, with a 

side-dish of biled kebbige with a splash o’ vinegar 
over it, an’ a couple o’ pots o’ 'Bass’s sixty-shillin’ 
bilter ale '—v 
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“ Here, cop %old o’ tEe stakes,’ the two defeated 
men cried witli one accord js they tilted the silver in 
the hstf out^into Sharp’s outstretched palm; “ thqu^ 
ye dtjii’t deseijre it.”* 

“Anfl why not?”* * 

“ VVh^ not ? Wly, dam^icr! it’s a ‘lUfilk-overV 
• And so jt was. Nor (being on \he subjec^ .should 
the reck^esslj^sclf-righteouB suppose that the huml^er 
sportsman only goes toTiis hqjji® J# wallow in alcohol 
and iji gore. May I ^ve yoiPan honestj)icture of my 
own ohservatidn on one recent Sptutday nighty , • 

In the stuffy little kitshen of a fly-blqjWn ‘flat ’ half 
a hundred feet above the leveh of an over-popuiated 
strgefcoff the Caledonian Rojd, N., burly, middle- 
aged man,’whose not unkindly bi/l-dog face ancj 
generous nose had been pounded out of God’s original 
mould'during the mad, merry, welshing/)ld Kings- 
bury-(?um-Streatham*iomn;on era, sat in an old deal 
chair and gazed lovingly at eight pairs of juvenile < 
boqfs o^raduated sizes which stood in a ro\^upon the 
dtss-^y^lackboard. It was past eleven^o’clock,,and 
did Bill Goodey, physically aweary after an afternodh’,s 
heaVy ‘ fielding ’ in the Small’ ring a*t Sandown Park, 
was temporarily alone^ • The comparatively young 
woman—jjis second matrinjonigl venture—who had 
p<^g»d eight holes against him in the nuptial cribbage- 
board since she had come int® his life’s g^e or\ the 
Sunday aftgr Donovan’s Derby, was out in the^narket 
thoroughfares yhere sMuldgrs of New'Zealand mutton 
ancl ribs and flanlcs 'of Argentinian frozen beef— 
(* union jack,’ its patriotic name, is for the reason that 
cut it where you will when it is'cookdd it’s red, white, 
and blue)—were being sold by Dutcji auction^ and the 
eight ‘holes’ themseives were snoring J)ositive rents 
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in tReir hard fldrkabolsters i* the bedrp&ns adjoining. 
In tJie absence of M. le Matou, the ^domesticated 
grimalkin, who had gont? in search of a laSy friend 
■wljo’ had broken the date, the timid litfie mije ran 
bases between the fire-place and* the woi^d-cupBoard, 
whilst the dissatisfied black beetles, having eaten up 
the borax that had*been Spread R) destroy tlfem, and 
being stHl famished, wtre scaling the kitchen range in 
orclcr to gnaw the grate-po^ls^^•dff the o/’en dbor. 

Few natures arc sc?'li.*rd or s# callous as not to have 
4 t least one tender jpot, and a child can generally find 
it.* Afid as old Bill'Gocfdey sat there affectfonately 
contjmplatmg the sixteen assorted little trotter-cases, 
all blacke'd arfd polished in readiness ^r the Sabb’ath 
morning, his eyfs filled Srith happy tears* Men '^ho 
?eaclvniiddle age <ind have no babies to boss, and men 
who at forty are toiling to support a rj^ilway cynnibus 
load oT thefh, are always keenly ^sorry, for each *othcr; 
and old Bill, as’he gazed 'at those boote, felt that he 
had indeed been blessed. Pair by pair he j>ickcd 
those bodts |fp and turned them over, from »'’e bot- 
tipfpS of the baby, more worn at the toes than on 'ftie 
soles, by reason,of thev’r owjper’s favourite mocjp of 
locomotion, up to those belonging to his son and heir, 
the nrehin who had been maliciously overcaned by 
the Board School tetfehef, and who, in the Sabsequ(^t 
police-court proceeding's,'was described by the local 
repefrter, \»ith far more appropriateness than was 
apparent while the boy kept Ms elefthes ofl, as ‘,a raw 
ted of ten.’ . All through tHe in^eirtion Wd Bill’s queer 
face fairly beamed with genuine love. 

As one by ont old ,Goodey turned the worn soles 
ceilingwards, the silent eye fell upon certain quaint 
bits of metai^some shaped like miniature new moons 
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and some Hlce»the ‘quarters’ of & dissected ojange, 
which were nailed here amj there to the ytjjingsters’ 
clumjjs, manifestly to resist the .ravages of wear, afid 
tear,*upon tlje solfe-lcather. To the uncnljghtaned, 
waadefer from thf* w*estern end of the town fhey 
might ^have been telisman^c tokens v^hjeh, by some 
hidden ptiwer, dominated the footsteps of their wearers 
and turpeal ^em aside fjpm evil paths. Sin prover¬ 
bially walks in slippery ojgccs^ might not these' 
magical appendages Rave a Virtue in averting death, 

disease, or disaster ? But, whatever thSr character*— 

* * • % 

their mission—ttieir significance, old Goodey knew 
tWsm well. In his rough breast th«y awaljened fresh 
eujotion.s, new’tremors, for, qs he set t^e last pair of 
boots down on the potboard, he lifted up his voice and 
cried’aloud, with much feeling ancf deliberateness : 
‘‘c'wD —I3MJSS—BLAKEY ! ” ^ , 

In*a tone ofVuchvfeep gratitude atjd heartiness did 
he couch the prayerful utterance, that one wondered 
iqfuitiyily who this benefactor might be.* Just then 
.'Ull exclaimed again : f 1 

* “ Yes, Gawd—bless—him ! For if it hadn’t ha' feqen 
fof his fourpenny packets o* cast-iron boot-pertecters, 
why, these destructive^ tittle blighters would ha’ driven 
me an’ tpother into the lyork’u^^ar^ ago! ” 

• How grieved was I that I hjd stayed to see sordid 
self-interest triumph over gfoMOus generosity! Which, 

.by the way, calls up another and quite tJilfergnt’story. 

It is of the^days w^n ^le Pelican* Club was in the 
z*enith of its glory, j^d whpn Swears,’ fts proprietbr, 
went in rather heavily for dogs. Cats are, .as a rule, 
more indigenous to clubs than dogs, although the 
hospitable Raleigh had (and may have still) a certain 
wire-haired bull-teirier of no particular breed, who. 
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, after being run ovef in Waterloo PlacS Dy a passing 
hansom, #ought asylum with a broken sHbulder in the 
* clijb doorway, and subsequently eyoyed tl»5 rai* dis- 
,«tinc*iO|P of being duly elected ^ mgmber.wt a subscrip¬ 
tion <1,0 be paid in rat tails. But the Pejicaih dog^all 
came of champion strains ;*and a particularly b^utiful 
bitch was ‘ Sister Mary.’ , * • * 

Now, one of the heroes of^lioje distan|»day» was a 
right good fellow ne-ne t Talbot Clifton, and the most 
diligent enquiry has faile 3 to reveal to me what* has 
become of him. Should he still peramb!»iate this 
troubled sphere, may he be ac hearty and as happy 
and as genial as e\er he'- was ; should he have passed 
away, as alas ! so many h-'ve done, may the earth lie 
liyhtly on him. * , 

Talbot was in the happy condition in life whicli was 
ill those days known as being ‘full of’beans’; there 
was one thing -only that he yehrned' to f^osscss to 
crown his happiness, and that was ‘ .Sister Mary.’ But 
Swears was known to think r.ithor highly of th^^dog, 
and, save in aflesperate fit of ‘ liver,’ or remorse supci*^ 
veoiUnt to some unexampled burst of extravagance, 
would bS unlikely fto part with her save at a fancy 
figure. In other words, his ‘banker, as well as hi:^, 
j3hy.sieian, would have *^0 advi.>e the step. Dog-deal¬ 
ing has so long been elcated to the plane of the Arts 
that only to the neophyte is it necessary to explain 
how, day,>after-da^, Clifton nanpwly ^watched Swears “ 
to ^catch him in a trading mood^ TJ[he ante-luncKeop 
period was about his easiest Kme. Overnight he 
would be brilliantly the King of Clubs, embracing all 
his subjects: next'morifing would find him in some 
remote comer; a di^caaied deuce. So Talbot Clifton 
chose eleven in''the forenoon to approach Swears with 
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> view to purchase* ‘ Sijter l&ary^’ i|nd showed* him 
fifty pounds in*notes. But as.^his was no more? than 
her fair*marTcet price, Swears only seemed*araus^. 
He trSated^the who^s thing as a* joke, and capped it 
withA pint of»wine jne^two glasses ; and Talbot ?on- 
tinilfed his Ihoifting walk more set on possessing the 
dog tfean ever. was *mpeH,ed by one of those 
itnpulses which so Irecjuently ^tuate a woman *to do 
somethifjg’qaite opposifVto her inclination, and which 
everybody who respcjts hcrynfj^teres her not to do. 
He was bound^to have ‘Sister Mary’ al;/iny figure. 

By easy stages—by tens«and.fwenfics—heogot«up 
to one hundred pounds J but Swears waa^till obdurate. 

•Ask me, dear old Talbot,” bftated the *King 
Paiicun in Jortured tones, “ for anything else you like 
—my, chef—my luckiest raccgla-sejes—my favourite 
walkic^g-stick—anything in the world. But ‘ Sister 
MaryJ—no, mdney mustn’t buy her. N®, no, leave 
me, leave "m^!* " . • 

Nevertheless Clifton detected a weakening in' 
Swears’/tone which gave him new hope. TAat “ leave 
leave me ” argued the approach of a^ helplessness 
which would have to be played on at the next en- 
cou'hter. So, getting t(? hear that Swears ha? had a 
j^rticularly sc9rching Xlrursday night, Talbot drqp'ped 
into the jclub somewhat* earlier than usual on the 
Fl-iday morning. , • 

“ Well, Swears-,” he be^an. , . 

• But Swaars, wjth sadness written large on every 
fejtufe of his fece, p^ri/ng %he outstretched hand and 
endeavoured to anticipate what its owner would have 
said. , 

‘‘ Ah, dear old thing, I know* what you’re about to 
say. You have set your heart on ‘.Sistpv M^ry,’ and 
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have‘come to offlr go much money for^ Ikr that pooi 
old Swears can’t make a sound. You doji’t know 
oljl.man *what I think of Aat dog, and yet mlj? regard 
fot^ou—^you understand me—is,even greater.* I’ve 
had flirty struggles with myself since y 9 u firs^ asked 
me to let you have her, and, as I’ve tol 5 you over Snd 
over again, nd' money will purchase her. B»t look 
here, dea.' old man, I’;.! so fond of you, ybu know* 
tha't I’ve made up my mind-A^’,,’-/^ /icr tc^'you .' She’s 
yours from this raOthCu'.'; in fact, thinking you’d be 
itj, I sent Geo'ge to the Strand to buy a special'lead 
for her, by which you can lake her home. And God 
bless ^ou bo*h! ” ^ ‘ 

So ovefcon.e was Clifton by this unexpectfed 
generosity, that he could not adequately expresb his 
tiianks. 

, “ Really—ah—I hardly like-,” he faltered ’ 

“ Never mind,” chipped in ,Swears| “ she’s yours, 
j^ours absolutely. Of couise, any little trilling thing 
you like to. give me as a souvenir—some little pin or 
something —i; quite another matter. But ‘Sister 
Majijy ’ is yofins.” ~ 

‘“My,/lear old ^Swears,” ermd Clifton, only too 
readily embracing the golden opportunity for repay¬ 
ing the compliment, if ever so slightly, “ only say th" 

. word 1 Shall it be a pin, or'a ring, or what ?•” 

“ Well,” answered Ei nest, with some diffidence,"*' it's 
not of the least consequence; but suppose I choose 
some little thing myself?” ” 
t“Yes, thiit, would be' dblghtful. - You know 
Streeter’s, in Bond Strert—but Ibf course you do. I 
have an account jvith them. Perhaps you would be 
good enough, when you are passing, to drop in and 
sdect something h” 
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“ Certainlj^l^ou wishiit," answesecBSwears, meekly. 
" Hadn’tV<Ai better give me your card to them?" 

“ Of course*! had. Here you are.” * 

From hfs cigarette-case he fook a card, andi in- 
scribfng it Jo Riessrs Sh'eeter, wrote a mes.sag^ dij^fthe 
bacK requesting them to supply Mr Swears with what¬ 
ever hi desired. ,< ^ " 

Within'two minutes'of Cliften leaving the »ilub with 
the bull-‘Jog,’owears st» .-tJd for Bond Street. Pau-sSbg 
only for an alcoholic peg at J' 7 t!oe{'’.s—just for luck— 
he crossed the.road and entered tlie jc\w)ller’s. 

“You understand this, f suppose?” he obserwid, 
handing the inscribed "card to a shopnmn, and the 
assistant bowe4 obsequiously and asked what goods 
he'''m'ight have the honour oBshowingJ. 

“ Oh, a scarf-pin, I think,” said 'Swears, and forth¬ 
with L magnificent selection of pins was 'Submitted, 
Again and agayi wcfp. fresh and beautifu? ornaments 
brought out,.,but Swears seemed utterly unable to 
n-iake a choice. Other urbane salesmen ^ame upon' 
thli scene from time to time and made sugge.stions in 
“most deferential style, but Swears’ ^ntanglenjpnt 
appeared only to increase. , He did not evq^ knoV 
definitely which precious stones he preferred. 

• “ The fact is,” he at length said half apologetically, 
a| he pauied with three eriierald‘headlights in one hand 
and iwo rare black pearls in the other, “ I am really not 
addicted to jewellery, but it’s nice to have semething by 
you jn casfi of a bad v''6ek. Perhap.s.yoh woil’t mind 
assisting me. •‘Pick^ni/dut iomething qiyc# and gentle¬ 
manly that—er— tha&willpcitvn for three hundred ! ” 
And Swears walked back to^GerrJird Street with a 
four-hundred-and-eighty guinea ruby glinting in his 
black satin scarf I 
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A Sandown Park memory—Archer’s marvellous nerve—One »of his 
‘certs*—The^'ambltit r of Joseph Andrews—He prepares—^To 
’'tackl3 the mile record—And makes a * cert *,of it—He retires from 
running cirol^i —Of the Sheffield monkey—That took to ratting— 
Ai»d his tidy n^ethe'ds—Ciftistmas Eve at Piccadilly Corner—Viwws 
of the Punching Machine—And of Black Hairy—Who, w’*h,,his 
friend, Joe Scott—Gets up a * Hat Stakes’—Of the »pirited belting 
on that event—The race itself, and—The victory of a rank out* 
sider I—Finale. 

t 

It being indubitably true tha't without luck mere 
merit is foredoomed to failure, it must ever be a source 
of anxietj^to those who are experiencing a temporary 
slump, but vkiio still desire to keep up with the proces-- 
sion, to fix the precise limit to which they will go in 
drawing on their stock of rectitude. It bothers me 
enoflgh, I know. But as I stood on one Friday after¬ 
noon of many years, agp -in the weighing-room at 
Sandown Park in conversation with a certain ‘ owner ’ 
of those tiipes, there came along Fred Archer and 
took my associate of the moment away. For several 
njinutes the pair engaged in qm^t but earnest conver¬ 
sation over by the doer of ^be gentlemen-riders’ 
dressing-loom, and presently, when Archer had to 
mount and ride off thrbugh the trees, my friend came 
beck to me ^qd told me to be sure to meet him at 
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the same* .‘jpot* before facing coSimenced on, the 
followingAfte/noon. I was not entitled—norjnclined 
—to aak th^ reason why, but, ha\dng saturated mxself 
quite,«early in my apprenticeship (as every,a^^nt 
racily jburitali^ic novice should do) with the tnetnods 
by whijh pre-histori^ plungere played thp preat Game 
during the old red sandston^ {?eriod, I was ^uite 
preparer^ to ^perience tl^ then unprecedented luxury 
of standing in a coup. AncLtJjj^^h at the time the 
whola of the facts w^re not laid before me, I subse- 
quentlj* ascertained them to.be as •fo11o\?s. ^ ,• 

Archer had bdCn gambling—(Official,corroboration 
of this may not be forthcoming,since^t is slijl believed 
in <;e*tain quarters that the oqly jockey ever suspected 
of such a thing was torn to pieces jp iTattersall’s, an^ 
is stil^ hanged in effigy annually at Newmarket; 
nevertheless whut I have stated is a fact)-^and„up tc; 
that H'idaj’ aftetnooi1,*was Jhree thousand to the bad 
on the week. ‘Seeing nothing in that day’s programme, 
on,which he could get out, he had conceived the idea 
of tenderihg himself a small benefit performance on 
the following afternoon, and had spotted, as a lilfcly 
aniftial to do the mairf ‘ turn,’ a iitare in wMith my 
^mpanion of the weighing-room owned a half share, 
and whicl) was’ engaged irta _ handicap that had'been 
nfadt some time. With his mvvellous brain he had 
not only picked out the horsa, but had sized up the 
entire possibilities^ of th^ situation. , , 

“There wil^ be ten.or eleven runners,” he said, in 

effect, “and S-•* tall be ^vourite. While ours will 

be quite five or six to one. If only you wilt wire for 
your mare, I will pay for a special’ train to get her 
here; will ride her, and you shall be on a monkey to 
nothing besides the stakes.” 

iS 
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demuired the hall owner, ’-ho h?jd already 
brownly studied the race by the odou*- of, the lamp, 
“tliere are at least two tiiat will beat my riare,,Fred.” 

‘^Qujte right,” answered Fred , “ I read it th'>t way 
my'Jf, and will arrange accordingly.” 

“ Then,” said the owner, with as much calm resigna¬ 
tion ^is befits one who already sees his own way out 
of the jungle, “ the wire go^s otf this instant 1 " 

Long before racipy,. started" on the Saturday, the 
mare was there; and the printed result is one pf my 
favourite resdfts in the old book Calendar. For every, 
tlung happened precisely as, Arche.' had prophesied, 
S—stjiiiing favourite, but being beaten by ^ur 
mare by halt a length. It was a glorious trii^nph, 
though I, being,compelled by circumstances which do 
not concern the ''reader to fly fairly close to the 
stubble at the time, and having, amongst other things, 
to Jiock my ggld watch for a fiver u.t the coiner of 
Craven .Street, netted only sixty-eight sovereigns, or 
four to Okie to seventeen pounds, ‘ready.’ As all 
persons oi'sense must desire the reduction of the much- 
vannted ‘uncertainties of the Turf,’ of which the 
opporHjnts of horse-raemg make such a sickening 
mouthful, Archer’s effort wa^ distinctly laudable, inas¬ 
much as a greater ‘ cert ’ never followed on die fall df 
the flag. > 

But, a& well as the * eprts ’ that follow the falling of 
a flag, therfe are those that si^fceed the cracking of ^ 
pistol; and the long-ago^ heio of'one of these is a 
certain person of such inflexibK integrity to-day, tHat 
his identity must be masked in these pages by the 
pseudonym of Joseph Andrews. He is a very real 
and reputable citizen, carrying the gold-headed cane 
wiiich inspires confidence, and adorning his coachman’s 
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beaver {tith tfle cockade to which (in the words of' 
poor ChiVlie»Head) he is crjfitled as a life-member of 
the ArmJ^and Navy stores. Yet, years ago ifl'fhe 
dayii»of his aon-p^igceed obscurity he waS ^ly a* 
poor boy ib SJeffield, free from bad ambition beyond 
the wjlls of the cutjery map,jifactj)ry ir» which he was 
engaged, *nd punctuating the«drudgery that,fefl upon 
him only bji a weekly ysit to the running groutids.. 
For in those days the youtl»» »f' 4 ^hcffield were badly 
bitten by the Harry Hutchens microjjp—worse than 
they’ve ever been before o* sincje. At least *ne i»air 
of running drawers was»to be found in, {]ie humblest 
wardrobe; while Joseph Andrcbvs was S9 deeply Stung, 
tlwU he was dpcnly going avithout; underclothes in 
order to buy a stop-watch. By-^cf-by he could (io 
the q[iilc in four-twenty-nine and two-ifths. He 
began to wear & sort of ‘ keep yohr eye orw this‘space’ 
air, aftd to disce’rn pSssibilities in life quite apart from 
the grindstone. He could go and sit in a corner with 
thp back page of the Sporting Life on a Safiirday, and 
completely give himself up to an advanced form of 
■diental intoxication; all that^hc yearned to <^was to 
takfc down the numbef of one W.‘ Slade, wftb had 
lowered the mile record* to 4'29j. 

Whenever a* man feels likq making a fool of himself 
he c«n always find someone to egg him on with a 
cheer, was one of the aphorisms of the ^te George 
Bateson ; aitd, bjr the ^me rule, the^mcdern»athletic 
Raleigh, who fjiin would climb but that he^fears to fall, 
can generally be ^r^oked into makfng the essay. 
And so it came to Andrews’ ears that on the matter 
being mentioned to a certain Bookmaker in the town, 
an argumentative fellow named Jijn l^oq, he had 
asked with a sneer whether the menacer of Slade’s 
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record intended to have pneumatic caslfcrs.u^er him, 
orjnerely to defer making^ the attempt utitil^ favour¬ 
able ‘electrical disturbance was taking platsb at >New- 
hall.'^^rhese and many similar t.aui/ts caused And'ews 
to appeal to a genial tavern-keeper naliued Bell, v. ho 
had already backed lyj anjl brough< out several promis¬ 
ing ruhnars, and, as Jim Bacon continued to maintairr 
that all Sheffield’s real athleW“s,were dead’and buried 
and was quite willfitg'*’.^ back ^_his opinion with his 
n^oney, a matcj; against time was ultimately arranged. 
Fot a stake of fifty pounds a side Andrews was to 
run a mile between two giveli milestones on a level 
bit of turnpike rdad wfiich lay just outside the bricks 
and mortar of the town,* in three weeks fipm sigt-.irg 
at tides; and in oi<Jer to win he had got to wipe out 
§lade’s time of 4’29j. The affair was to be kept 
masonically<secret, as, in the event of ^oe turning out 
a topsawyer, thCre was big money to be picked up at 
'the many^igate-meetings which abounded all round 
the cutlery capital. 

^ Joseph placed himself almost entirely in the 
hands of the tavern-keeper, who dabbled so mucfi 
in sport that he kept on his” premises a tough knd 
wiry f-rainer who was equally at home in runninjr 
a pedestrian into form cr-walking a couramg grey¬ 
hound into condition. This genius possessed the 
additional virtue of being absolutely speechless save 
to his fempldyet, and had ne\\,r even been known te 
address a dog during a ten-mile tramp* save with one 
of two mysterious words sou^,ding like ‘gip’ and 
‘bor’ respectively, but which the intelligent brutes 
seemed quite to understand. Before Joseph had been 
many evenings on the road with this schoolmaster, his 
quick perception told him he vS'as a shine. Though 
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his sil^t Wjtor n?ver .uttered % single deprecatory 
word, ol even grunted his dissatisfaction, there* was a* 
despair^ tfie way in whigh he put away»the stop-, 
watch after timing a spin, thaf was more expi^liv^ 
that! jny Jecftire. rMi*Bell seemed strangely ij^yiheticf 
tdh, and by the end of the first ten days of his training 
Joseph Andrews /felt almc^t si^k at Heart enough to 
shed teafs. To his good fri«nd Bell, he reifledted, he 
was a »jsel?ss mouthy rrfid how little consideration the 
philosophic victualler hadj !br bouches inutiles was 
shoWn when,he wrung the necks of ^ree black hens ' 
that hadn’t laid for a forttiightf and then had the hen¬ 
house altered to accordmodate a badger,^ Again there 
#as the mortification of losing a hnatch to so'cocka- 
trRoop an.adversary as Jirr> Bacon, who might safely 
be telied upon to put on all ftis* frills and spend 
seveVal days in going round’ Sheffield blowing abciut 
wh^t he had ^one^lp the new ‘Deerfoot* Despairing 
of winnfng Jiis race by any earthly fneans, Joe might 
even have gone down on his knees in his^ little garrSt 
and be^eched divine protection againsfc disaster, as 
the matadors do before entering the btill-ring, i^only 
he had known about it t * 

At twelve o’clock on the night before the roempt, 
Joe Andrew^ lay uneasily upon his attic bed, watch¬ 
ing thrdugh the windo\^f, whfch was innocent of any 
soft of blind or curtain, the great gun-metal-coloured 
clouds chasing one another across the face of thamoon. 
In yain He turned ov^r and tried tp gb to "sleep: his 
gaze wiia/rf‘wander bade to that gj'Ofit blue vault 
above him, so like(a deep* and mighty ocean across 
which so many dark and srnoke-shaped islands were 
drifting rapidly towards destruction. And when, in 
four or five hours’ time, this panorama passed away: 
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whatV//#«? Tht daylight; the (fawnjjpg»of day 
' which'ivas to see him humbled—disgraced—jwred at 1 
• got up, and, openiag the window, Ic^ed out 
jFort)t feet below him,1n the little ^stone-flagged*jrard, 
'lay ac( odd collection of impfbments Md, maitefials 
belonging to the worthy jobbing build* who rented 
the two kitchin^. There A'ere twcJ.or three nin&inch 
drain-pipats and salt-glaA:d juncKons, some plasterers’ 
•lathi, a half-used sack of FoKtland cemcn^j some 
shovels sticking in a KSaflijf sand* some broken bricks, 
sopie red pantiirs, ,a .trowel or two, and a variety of 
other lumber which only those who liye in the’lime- 
dust could fiad'a use for^ or even catalogue. 

Joseph AVidrew^ stood looking at" tl\cse things till 
his eyes took on a-new alertness, and the e»il thought 
wrfS flashed across h^'s brain —dare he ? 

.Desperation urged him on. lie slipped inti his 
clotl^es with*silent celerity and. fneaVcd down, the 
stairs carrying Iiis shoes irt his hand, b'ke a faint- 
Iiearted sa^-blower approaching a ticklish job. 
Access to the back yard was not difficult to gain, fot 
non^f the odcupants of the lower flats were million-, 
airis, an^ farely i^sed am iron, bolt—except in sejf- 
defence. And, once there, Joe knew what he wanted. 
Making his selection hurriedly, and . placing his» 
borrowings in the boKom 1)f a bushel basket, he^ 
next shouldered the basket and let himself out by fee 

t « 

front «oor. * ^ 

It beitfg, by now, nearly onfe o’ctock, the strpets ' 
were fairly desprted; but J6e kept,in the shadow of 
the houses and sped albng to|?ards the northern 
suburbs of the toiwn. .From the rate at which he 
scuttled along he might have been his own gliost, 
doomed to rwA the race in perpetuity and going 
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to the post—jijpt as mMnight wmyferers have seen 
a phanto^’^rcher riding across Newmarket Heath, 
But if h 5 only trotted tlJroujjh the silerft stjp^ts 
of Sl^effield, ^e fairjy ^roke into a run as, chi(fk!ing 
witjj laughter, he* gained the country roa^'^and 
presently amtled past the first of the two mile¬ 
stone* wlych were to play su‘»h a prominent par^ in his 
future hisJ;<jfy. He laughed* at the old gTey stone 
whose fnformation tlTrofigh several generations tiad 
been as unchanged a»was famous panacea which 
Burton says was prescribed by Llioecwides, approved 
by Mathiolas, aiid repejtecT by Aldrovandus ^but the 
oi^ect of his nightly prowling lay further on.^ His 
journey ended fit the second milestone,•where, having 
first looked cautiously .aroiJnd, jje*, unlimbered the 
bushel basket. The paltry, jout sufficient, gleam ?)f 
light that follpwed the ignitioij of the clindle, disk- 
closed a troweV a p«ck of cement, and ’a labourer’s 
tin dinner-pail. Gripping'the milestone as firmly as 
blind Samson grasped the pillars of the Philistines’ 
doomed house, Joseph ultimately rocked and tugged 
.die granite recorder till he loosened it iif ks bedjrfind, 
within twenty minutc% he Vas abje to liradfc bodily 
out of its settings. He would have shoulderecftt, but 
^hat its weight was tdo great, and it was only with 
difficulty*that he could early*it at all. When once 
he got it above his knees, howdver, he shambled back 
along the road with ^t for considerab^ ovei* one 
hundred yards, and there he set it down! Tfien with 
his tallow dip* he gaadd a’minute survijy.of .the road¬ 
side, spending eigh# or terf minutes in selecting a 
suitable spot. In another tcn,plyir^ the trowel with 
the desperation of a rebellious convict digging for his 
liberty with a tin dinner-plate, he hai'dug a sntell 
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obloiig grave jiyst ])ig enongh receive thp bottom 
half of the block of granite, which he warj careful to 
insert with rigid accuracy. Some of tHe c/lnent was 
^ then sprinkled dowiT the interstices on all sidts and 
moi^ded with the water fr^m'ihe dinncr-ipM’. It 
was a highly creditable job for a novice, and satisfac¬ 
tion shone is Joseplj’s fa^e as he^jazed at his iiandi- 
work.‘ * , • ' 

But day was breaking, anrf tfepre yet itihained the 
old hole to be fill^ "iijf and tprfed over. Carrying 
the earth whifb he had thrown up from the nfcw to 
tfi* oldiisite, therefore, Andrews filled in the Original 
trench, an<^ earefully covered the freshly-disturbed 
mould with some? sods* cut from the meadow on the 
other side of the greystone Yorkshire,wall. “So 
artistically did h'e ^raft the growing greenswar^, and 
afterwards obliterate his own footmarks by adroitly 
trailing his eoat in tKe dust, tha{ ^no evidences of the 
operation remaftied, nor would one pair^ of ‘eyes in a 
•hundred have detected the patch where once the 
second mdestone stood. Somewhat wearied by this 
' un^uston^ed work, but sustained by the cpnviction 
that h^^d made his m^tch a ‘pinch’ indeed, Josepfi* 
gath ^?3 ujf his 'implements and started for ho'me 
with a light heart. True, one brief gasp of apprehen* 
sion thrilled him ere be gained the stone pavements. 
When nearly into the towp, a forlorn tramp stareW s*o 
curiously ‘at the bushel' basket that Andrews grew 
inwardly alalm^d, and, whenVhe vjanderer had dis-? 
appeared, sijnk the whole of the |;uilty impedimenta 
in a roadside 'pond, greatly to f|ie disturbance of an 
old she-dilck, whq didn’t forget to express her righteous 
vexation or to proclaim'her religious opinions generally. 

.Two l\pui»*later the race was run. Small as the 
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company have fceen, Jim*Bacon had brought, 

enough of ^is'pals with him to have posted ’one af 
ever^ fff;y yards; nor had Mr Bell beeh able t(\ 
restyct’ his crowd^ of^ sporting* customers—t^e very 
creara ot hij prh^ate bar—to leSs than twejjty-twct^ 
So, with the*dumb trainer bringing an equally silent" 
chuA, there were/nearly sixty «pect 5 tbrs to see Joe 
Andrew^ make his theeky Attempt to lower Slade’s 
mile rCcord. 

And, in the race»coursd'»vcfhacular, “how did he 
do’fi” 

He went ofi^ the mark* like ‘an arrow from a how, 
and, flying ahead in a style^which siJ^gested ‘ evens ’ 
at a hundred ,on*any day next wAk, he Weasled the 
•tape amidst wild and epthuSiastig shouting in exactly 
4-2fj! Not only did the Bellites go wild with deli|ht, 
but the Bacqpitcs also, for in Jthe whole wide world 
these are no Jwo J'sring beings on whom new frjends 
arc showered in greater abundance ttian the jock that 
rides the winner and the ped that cuts tly time. 

* But in all his triumph Joe never lest his head. 
His chief, indeed his only, ambition, hi declarfid, Was 
tj) “ go up and see Lcjpdonf’ notwjthstand^ the wise 
and well-meant admonitions of those who h^ ^{ore- 

• time seen equally pnsmising lads ‘ seeing London ’— 
^general^ with one eye“shuf. Quite likely, if only 

the money lasted, the •apparently inflated youth 
added, he might take Jn Switzerland as*well. ‘So, all 

* in ignorafice of the real motive which im'pelld'd Joseph’s 
^oing away? the, honbst* counsellors .merejy groahed 
aloud—groaned, fof the reason that the little pig that 
had fought its way to the fijDnt (touldn’t be induced 
to ^ay there and put both fore-feet in the trough— 
&nd dried up; and Joe lingered in Sheffield only long 
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• enough to get his<ba|gage. But the sqfon'H raflestone 
has not moved one inch; perhaps, as An(jlrevKf, now a 
•poijl}/, mfddle-aged capitalist, remarked iff afiguent 
imlabil/ty the other day: v, < « >, 

•‘I iftust ha’ took more pains with it than what;.I 
thought I done * 

Oncq. accorcling to Vhe yiva voce Sf the late,Thomas 
Henjy Callaghan, who enjoyed the double,d,'stinction 
of being both a Bark :jn^.a*Tfke, and who*subse- 
^ quently became chief racitg repofter of the Sporting 
Life, there was ^leld <in Sheffield a mighty mal;ch, in 
vvhiSh a ^ig monkey was Eacljed to break a noted 
terrier’j rat-Jrfiling recorij of one hundred inside foiff 
minutes. The'dog was what the mit'ated in sqp^ 
matters call‘the .birch’s choioe,’ a bit of dinine lore' 
that may or may not pjove useful to those wh^- go 
dog-buying without an overburdening iknowledge of 
theiKsubject." I^is simply to let the mothef choose 
a^pup for you. Take her lifter away from her—take 
the young ckogs into the next room—and then allow 
i Ijer to fetch* them. As an unvarying rule 'shc' will 
cerfamly brt,'i|; back the best pup first. • *, 

At ^s'oistance.of tim^ I utterly forget what wjs 
the dog’s fighting name, but, as soon as the sewers 
men who supplied the rats had counted cut five score ‘ 
6 f the squealing animals'into the 2>it, the Sog ^asi 
dropped in. He did nqt.'as a novice might have 
done, ‘dash ff^ntically into thi^ heap, and so scatter , 
! the rats ^n all directions; ^but, takibg his stand at 
what he considered a convenient distaVice, he took 
the top rats first, and, with ma.sterly rapidity, broke 
their backs and thfen slung them aside. There were 
some that he treated too lightly. The seventh»just 
struggled to ftl feet, and the sixteenth contrived to 
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crawl b*ck tnto the heap again, in each case, it 
was but a Tjrier respite. Remonstrated with, liot iii 
anger, but assumed surprise^y his owner—?emiijid{;d 
that Ahee’s no’ killin’^laad, thiee’s no’ killin’”—the 3 
brilirant tprri^ sa^tched round and snappe/l tire' 
wounded verihin so viciously that the^ troubled him 
no further. And i^en it c?me»to picking up the 
very last ra^ which stBl, like file ninety and nine that 
had berti accounted f jr, %c^cbed vainly at the boards 
in the corner, and'Jthe man ^ith the stop-watch 
bellowed out, triumphantly, “ With'■■seven seconds 
to spare!” thft rafters simply'rang again ‘*rith {he 
.shouts of the delighted working cutlers. ’ •> 

.#*rhen they brought the monkey ih—the sad-faced, 
bSre-based,’ flea-ranchy old 'inonk, • He was only a 
very ^rdinary sort of monkej^, even as monkeys go; 
but he had his full share of the gift which waJ bestowed 
on al' his tribe at th*.Crcation—the pow^ to ^squeeze 
fun out of aqy mortal thing; and the way in which 
he wound one of his long, prehensile arffl<i round the 
nick of the pot-boy who had charge of hitt, and then 
proceeded to take stock of the compaiJjWthe ’iaefit 
the^ dogs, and even t^e stdins on the ^ing—tfie 
while he busily agitated himself in the region of, the 
false ribs with a view to scare out and dislodge the 
pulex that really wasn’t thfeit, ^ot him a hearty laugh 
on fiis first entrance. And td any sort o( actor so 
much depends on that] • 

’ Jir\go loVed laughter and—strong- drink." In the 
dram-shop, wMch lyas Ws Sheffield home,.he .observed 
the fact that the two fjiings usually went hand-in-hand. 
He might have been above dritjking’with his master’s 
regular customers if he had been able to pay for him¬ 
self ; as he wasn’t, he sank his self-respeiltin obedierice 
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to his mighty thiirsb As a general thin^he jiras in a 
maudlin state of fuddlement by seyenr in the evening 
and comfortably intoxicated by nine, wfien the great 
monkja^ principle of'hugging^omcthing would'assert 
iteplf,^nd, with his long arms clalped r^unj] tl),e tieck 
of a singularly silky and gentle black'cat, he wduld 
sleep off his* debauvh iij front oJ^the fire in the bar 
parlour. « -« ' • ' * 

On this particula.’ nccasjon he was in &e .very best 
humour in the worlS, ‘cleacly had no notion of 
the programmer. tjia):.,had been mapped out fot' him. 
A'smalh, flat, iron-headed hammer, wqjghing p/obably 
fourteen or<fif4.een ounces, was* placed in his right paw, 
and, with true siOian anxiety to oblige, he promfA'.v 
began to pound^.tjje table, but without to mucK •ci.s 
16 oking at what he was doing, for his’^head w^s in¬ 
variably turned the. other way, and ^his eyes' were 
ne«er 'still. ' ^ •» « , * 

“Aah ye ready?” presently asked, the licensed 
victualler (who had taken over from the pot-boy the 
stage-mant-gement of the monkey) of the„twp mfen 
had ifSen busily dropping the second hundr^ 
oV rats i 4 ato the, pit, dnd, ^eing answered in the 
affirmative, he carefully deposited Jingo on the boards 
and roared, “ Then, tyam! w hich wag, as near as hit 
mother tongue could* get* to the appellation of the 
great destroyer. ' ' 

In this instance the h'olddr^f the watch commenced 
counting oflf the flying seconds aloud, for, coptrarjr 
to the expectations and ftie'hopgs oftall, the monk 
made no attempt to begin, t^it, shifting his little 
hammer into hisfleft gaw, recommenced irritating his 
epidermis with the claws of his right fist in a 
thanner thas.* would have won the sympathy of the 
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parliamentary {promoter of the '^erfiiinous Pe|sons’ 
Bill . . *• . 

Th» anxiety depicted on*ths publican’s face^wM^ 
truly^omical to be^njldf He durst not lay a hind on ^ 
Jingo nor*toiith a single rat, but he swore at ftie 
monlary freely, an^ the monk j-etaliat^d in cordial 
but vehement dumbsljow with every bijtrer curse that 
was kn'^wti'Ho the foresj. The ang^^ittle ape «pat 
from between his ch^terfl^ j«.e<n at his master, and ‘ 
oncc»or twice menaced him with th*e_hammer, but— 
well, the rats*might have,gon?*to'bogganing for ^311 
that he cared f » , 

^•“Thirty second gone!” bellowed the*timekeeper, 
a»iti, as thojigh’disturbed by Jhe thundrous voice, one 
of the grey-whiskered rftdents lei? the mob and rjn 
into the ccntft of the pit. Jingo saw it, but he only 
went on tchk-tchkjn^ with hi? tongue^ against hi*s ■ 
palafe, al» a coachman and presently* the *rat 

drew a little* nearer. » 

. O, imprudent, injudicious, long-tailed al^n from old 
Asia? On your silky head be your oiyA blood 
fiiat of your companions in ijaisfortune. FPt, unwilling 
to* let well alone, th# meddlesonffe little rcdoat ad¬ 
vanced, and, with gjratuitous viciousness, bit" the 
inofifensi^e cSonkey on thc.pf'sterior of his person. 

* How the whole aspect of thjngs changed with that* 
bite,l As the monkey Wt the rat’s incisors, he let off 
one shrill screecl} that iCverberated in tiie g^s-globes, 
t^nd *his injtjmtaneous, and 'irascible glance at his 
squealing foes sedbed to say ,You commfenced it; 
now then, stand by f Fun is fun, l)ut when it comes 
to horseplay, I’m a leader 1 ’* And then he fell to 
worlf with the velocity of a milk-segara^j. Beginning 
with the rat that had bitten him, he snatchetl them up 
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,one ly one and smashed them wife the hammer 
just as -an already overworked’ postmaster whose 
pdka had been stormed bn a Christmas Eve by an 
'army tourists with the poit-c^rd cr'ze might set 
hitflself to stamp an impossible avaldVichd of cards 
before the qyerdue mail-train got in, using equal 
parts of ink, elbow-grease, and profanity. -Bang!— 
bang! Bang!—i>'ng! went the monkey's hammer. 
Two stamps apiece tpeyjti,)}!, arid right betr^een the 
eyes I Nor did *he throw their bodies carelessly 
asMe; as each rat gotf+rfs medicine he Was piled upon 
his deceased fziends in a tidy heap, all With their tails 
one way. Borne jof them splashed a bit, but Jingo 
never stopped Tor a little thing like that. Unheeding 
thf shrieks of laughver that arose on all sides, he was 
banging away like an exlra hand at thi? G.P.O.,'%nd, 
ill one hundred seconds that only seemed like ten, he 
had* killM his rats, piled their corpses in a square 
s<-ack, thrown down his hammer, and was findeaveuring 
to examinto the spot where he had sustained the 
punetpre. t ' ” 

¥ V/on ian walk by sevjnty-six seconds! ’"shouted 
the tiinekeeper; and the pot-boy, reappearing, carried 
the monkey back to his dressing-room. 


But, witohed by this wmsoroe monk, I have lingered 
in Sheffield long after I shoulcthave been at Piccadilly 
Circus, demonstrating (as .my parting ^ffort) Tiow 
sheer, unexpected luck egay son»cdmes override the 
calculations of the sharpest '' 

Over all Piccadilly Circus, or, to be precise, the 
amysing herpes who habitually gather in its bars, 
the gloom of Christmas Eve had settled. The only 
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faro joSit jfill ^j^iknowiT to the j^Ube was clo^ for 
‘ the hoUda>v,’ aiftl* there wasn’t such a thing as a 
roulejte table at work withifi fifty miles. EverjibcKljji 
seemed to beiit^or^’going home early, ladiKi with^ 
pljjmp pcwltr’y'in niat baskets. To the unspoak^Ie 
detriment of evcrjj^ public and private interest, every 
branch (if sport that a mai\', could bet on had been 
shovelled, aside to make room for-.'.'.iis idioiic cbsirch 
festival,''every sign alid * .-cAhich was as infallible’ 
a symptom of intellectual'’backwardness as is the 
pictur.p-writing of the gipsjes 'ea'wftlls and doorposts, 
or the Chinese preparations for Immediate death aher 
accidentally gazing on a well cat. ^ Evell, that, jovial 
4 nd resourceful individual, the Punciiting Machine, 
"Who had 'purchased an, afternooh 'iaewspaper in l^ie 
faintfhope of«unearthing even, a coddam competition, 
was stared iartlie face by nothing but ’death and> 
deaiith. ■ ^ ^ ^ ' 

“ Was ther* ever such a lot of-gulls as the British 

public! ” he cried, angrily. “ Half a milli<7n o’ money 
for <r famine in Chitral— Chitral, lordjiijmmy, ,the^e 
>K«’r no* such place, an’ ev^n if there wIk^ wittf live 
giy^s in it, perishmy, you could buy ’em and ship ’em 
at a shillin’ a dozen I .^nother twenty thousand for 
*a plague in* Katman’doo._in‘, Burmah—Katmandoo, 
mark yoil, which was on’y invented by Harmsworth’s’ 
to sell the Daily Mail ! ph, jt makes me athe; but— 
striKemelucky, if you w^nt to see a real, fa.m\ne come 
to the HaymarkSt: there jia^’t been a quid changed 
there for thiy: week^ I• 

To Piccadilly Cdcus, Christma^ Eve meant the 
arbitrary suspension of ail profitable hostilities until 
after,Boxing Day. ^ ^ j 

“By which time.I’ as Black Harry, whot from his 
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4>hysiognotnical linloveliness was aj^y called ‘The 
Man Behlpd the Face,’ by the familiar jocwse, observed 
'Ifigakfiously, " my digestive apparatus will projiably 
j^aye cSiiie to the conclusion mat jijy th§Dat has -/jeen 
cut !.” <. , 

But Black , Harry—a hearty, ^Idierly man, who, 
despite*his son^ewhat forbidding nickname, had never 
donee anySiing lels^^asonable than demolioh a sea- 
sjde circulating library,'.' n ^^top/ietor of which had 
lumbered him on^to a novel with the promising J:itle 
oV^Tlie ^Wtde, WtcL^‘'^\V<^ld, whereas, as Henry 
explained to the constable who dragged him out c 
the ruins and conveyed him to thg lock-up, “ Wid 
by thunder I iVhy, there, wasn’t a single thing in the 
whole dam book that aasiJioolgirl didn't know! ”—was 
not quite so despondent, as his words htiplied. sNor 
was his greatest chum, Joe Scott. Each had the 
inherent greatness of character which rises .superior 
tj reverses, and, what was o^ even gieate. importance, 
each had th' nucleus of a small bank left. 

Harry,”n,|id Joe, “we must fall back on.the Hat 
Stakes, the,.inish to take place in the American Ba: 
at seven sharp.” . 

“The Hat Stakes it is, Joe," instantly assented 
Black harry; and the compact was as fiimly made as 
any under a scarlet seal. 

To^the ilncontaminate)^, kljg Hat Stakes may need 
some introduction. It 's playable with c^ny sort o 
memorandum book, capital j(if, possifile), a knowfedg( 
of the art of betting, an^—punt'^r^. h^who make 
the book lays the^odds against a«y particular varieti 
of headgear passing, or arriving at, a fixed point at . 
giwn time. ,,'^0 persons possessing brains as wall a 
eyes and ears, the possibilities of the game are ver 
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jreat, ^veAecip^theyfnainly arS, by the most jvidely^ 
3 iverger\f coyditions of locality, time of the.day, and 
state of the weather. Th*> goal m^iy be ’ anytlyng 
rroqjJ*a street corner fcj* a prominent pillar-jjjx, but 
tlj^ d#or»of a prT^te bar in which the bettprs^ are 
:ongregated Ts best; and Joe Scott and Black Harry 
iver^ chjiracteristi&lly wise^ in" fixing *the fipish at 
the Am^y-an Bar, with the tick C'*’'/’ for'the ^ome 
plate. ***'->' ’ 

News of the ne#ly-promoted stake was flashed 
round^ the circus with that •wjj^s's rapidity which 
conveys to the townspgopTe of Newmarket 'Ihc na?hie 
af every big winner as it ^sses the flowley Mile 
rfand, or longjbeTore any news froJn tly Heath could 
possibly rSach them. Prol ^y v <even the mannikin 
aboije the d^jnking-fountain^might have swallowed 
1 communica^iwa air wave, but for hisi being 
broijze. » »*• 1 " 

Punters afcosted Scoft and his partner at evey 
street corner: punters, when the first rus^ was over, 
ivete» unyarthed in the buffets of the Ha^arket and 
Piccadilly, and were even run to ground fln the-«ipre 
distant resorts of Ruyert and of Glasshoilse Streets. 
Nbr, with so promising an event to bet on, could all 
London have produced a finer fielder than Jo* Scott 
purdeneoi but lightly by relpdnsibility or restraint of’ 
in^ sort, he had a flow wt*ds that wa^ unceasing 
ind^'a mother wit that ’ms iijresistible; it would^have 
been, like finding money to f^ve backeef hiiff to speak „ 
for an houftstvithc^t nlakmg a staten^eat .As fresh 
' probable starters ’ &curred*to him, he seemed to find 
backers for them; and thoug^i natftrally over such a 
couj'se’ o^ a Christmas Eve the long-sleeved silk 
topper was always a firm favourite} thei^e-’seamed to^ Be 
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unlirajted backing for quite half-a-dozen others— 
indeed, the rapacious bookie waf, soon,, lirryting his 
ofifjr^ to five to ,one, bar iev^n, and three to one, bar 
toOrl e , 

•“»Tor,did good money brougnt in oy .tier who 
hastily took four’s" on the strength of having seen 
three intoxicated troopei^ of irregular horse frying to, 
line,up fur tHfc'-^ly door of the Londcyi, Pavilion 
shake the position^'^,.^ ritv, though the> citizen- 
soldiers weremorr'ly certain to be refused admission 
and almost as ccrtaftidh seek alcoholic solace across 
the road afterwards; nor did the sudde.i buckling up 
of a benzine buggy on ^he sandbox and the spilling 
of two idiots ^‘n leather headgear induce any longJk^ 
odds than ten’s, of,’em. By half-past six 

Joe Scott must have been at least thre^,.times r^und 
oa his,book, and probably more that. But 

Joseph knew nis Jousiness to the lijr/it, h? was standing 
right to his technique all the time,” as the old writers 
used to say j and no sweeter sight is there than that 
of the man j^ho has got his profession or handicraft 
h^Hfeu dowij on all four sides of him and bolted O’- 
clamped underneath in the middle. As soon, there¬ 
fore, .as the wildcat wagering began, Joe Scott made 
the sudden discovery that it wanted but five minutes 
to the hour of seven ; and on his entering the Bar and 
declining further transactions, I borrowed the book 
and extracted the follow ing, v^hich club-settlers may 
safely accept as the closijig prices:—• 

y • »S. P. ON Tue Hat S'HAtvES. 

II to 10 against a silk topper (taken fiieely). 

6 to 4 „ a black Bbwler (taken and offered). 

^9 to 4 Hi** Gibus, Of opera hat (taken). 5 

25 to 10 „ a brown or drab bowlej- (taken twice). 
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3 td'i ag&insta Hombt rg, or ‘TrHby,* colour (taien). 

7 to 2 • „ ‘a»white felt with black band (taken). » 

4 to / ImpeVial Yeomanry sombreros, ^ith either 

^ buttons feathers (taken). 

1^0 I „ check tv.ied caps (taken and offere 4 )p 
15 ta 21 „'' a strlwyard of any sort (taken), 
lo to I i,"* leather motors (taken feverishly), and 

IOC to 3 „ eac!t white beaver-i khaki’ howlers, or pith 

* heli>)ets (offeilid). , ^ ‘ 

And *vow, though ^thtj oall fr-* urinks was constant, 
and peremptory enougff t»' l^ep, both barkeepens 
steadily on tjie go, all eyes, yrarjglcTed 'towards ^he 
familiar clockkperched ov8r the»door that leacis to the 
lavatory. Outwardly undisturbed, Joe'S^ott took his 
' dat upon the corfier of one ot the Small squard black 
■■'ables and»declined alike to*vagef pr tc) drink. Only 
half.p minut^ to seven 1 ‘ * ’ 

As the lag^si hands clock crawlfd over the 

lastjthi^jy secgnd^pf the ground, on» might have’ 
heard Egypjian Unified# drop. Aifd, truly, what a 
striking exemplification it was of the splendid eafnest- 
ness and, admirable consistency of the tprn gambler 
—the fejlow who would rathftr bet than»tpt: thd, herd 
who had trained him|elf tS share anybody’s opinion 
fo. the sake of gain—to watch those thirty Oi 'forty 
able-bodied jdisciples cfi,the strenuous life all ^trained 
to the highest tension bjT'i-ite seemingly trivial and, 
unimportant point of what fashion of head-covering 
the next comer might ^/ect| j * > 

Bqt, by* this, tiie time was!up. The ^hackiw of the 
old clock’sjonger hand plkssed dead over the Roman 
numerals ‘XII’ wih an ahnost inaudible click,'snd 
Joe Scott cried, as tis eyes shot freto the 'dial to tl'-’C 
door: - , 

“ Yhey’re off!” 
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“Yes,” gruntedfBl'ick Harrj, “and r^eres a Brand; 
sour h«en waitin’ for you for the m?nutes.” 

Scott eKtended his hand for the drink, but neve 
turiied, his head. In 'a few ^-^onds more somibpdj 
gvijecf with bated breath, “The/Ve comirg!” am 
every eye turned towards the swinging floors as tht 
sound of appf6aching footsteps was heard. ^ N^rer 
and neare^ andiT^arer came the feet, until aj last their 
pwnS-’s shq,dow fell a fitf”'- instant on the gVound- 

glass panels. The swing' dodls be'.ched open, and- 

In walkeJ'-a ctppe'-coloured Hindoo, his foreKeac 
suranount'id by a white muslin turban, and bearing ot 
high in his fight hand a glistening silver entree dish 
And as he'w^lk^ diagonally acrbss the room lA 
cried: s -• ’ ■> 

‘ Curry to-night, gentlemans! Of Malay ' 
Madras! Curry to-night, gentlemansJ”' 

“,A skfnner!—great-balls-of-fi%! a skinner 

shouted the well-nigh frantic Joe Scott, dropping the 
biandy sour with a crash and rushing forward anc 
embracing ti'e astonished Hindoo cook. “Turb“a’‘' 
•ton in a (—c —) walk! ’Formerly ran as th^i Calit 
Cafli colt! ’Twenty-eight knd a half quid on the book 
and Kiever laid a shilling against it I ” 

Aye, and there was mo IJlaek List in that day 
either I 
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